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Chapter One 


Fight Years Previous... 


“James Daniel Hampton, eyes on your own paper.” 

Jamie twisted in his seat, returning his gaze to his test 
as the ruler slammed onto the top of his desk. The 
vibrations from the smack radiated through the wood and 
into his body. Sister Mary Alice meant business today. 

Focus wasn’t something he was able to do, even with 
the threat of bodily harm. The tip of his pencil dropped into 
the nearest blank space in an attempt to look as though he 
were making an effort. Nothing came to his mind, his 
thoughts drifting behind him. Tenth grade algebra was not 
exactly his specialty, but he could do well enough to pass, if 
he could focus on the task at hand. But passing the test 
wasn’t important at the moment. 

As Sister Mary Alice walked past, Jamie snuck another 
glance over his shoulder. 

Ryan looked...gray. His skin was the same shade Jamie 
imagined a dead body would probably have. His best 
friend’s eyes were glassy, a shine of unshed tears glittering 
in their depths. The test lay rumpled into a ball in the 
corner of his desk, and the pencil lay unmoving in the 
indention on top. Ryan’s crossed arms looked more like a 
shield than his normal devil-may-care attitude. 

Jamie had been trying to get his only friend’s attention 
since he walked into class, late. Ryan seemed to ignore 
him, refusing to look in his direction at all. Jamie’s stomach 
fluttered. The longer Ryan withheld, the more he knew that 
something incredibly wrong had just happened. The two 
usually ate lunch together, but Ryan had been MIA, and 
Jamie had heard rumors flying about that his friend had 
been kept after class for some kind of smartass comment. 


Ryan was full of them, smartass comments that was, so it 
really wasn’t all that surprising. 

Jamie was glad he didn’t have Father Benedictine as 
his instructor this year. It appeared the new English 
teacher didn’t take insolence from anyone, and Ryan wasn’t 
the first of the school smart alecks to get a severe 
punishment in retaliation. Jamie hadn’t run across the new 
teacher since he’d been relocated here from his previous 
parish, where his reputation preceded him. 

Jamie just wished that Ryan would give him some sign 
that he’d be okay, and that it hadn’t been that bad. Ryan 
was the only one in the orphanage who understood him, 
accepted that he was different than the other boys. Jamie 
was smaller and quieter than most rowdy teenagers, and 
had absolutely no interest in the opposite sex. No interest 
in sex at all, with anyone male or female. Jamie had never 
even gotten an erection before, and he was nearly sixteen. 
He assumed that one day, he would come to do whatever 
the others did and be okay with it. But for now, sex just 
wasn't a big deal. 

But it was to his peers. 

They called him faggot and queer, beat him up, and did 
everything in their power to make his life a living hell. 
Ryan, on the other hand, was strong, strapping, smart, 
athletic and handsome, everything the other boys aspired 
to be. And he was gay. Not that he told anyone except 
Jamie, who would never tell anyone his friend’s secret. 
Thanks to Ryan’s friendship and protection, the taunting 
and beatings had lessoned considerably. There was no way 
he would go back to being friendless and beaten. 

This made Ryan’s reaction in class all the more 
upsetting. What had Father Benedictine done to him? 

“James Daniel, I will not tell you again!” 

Jamie squirmed back in place and put pencil to paper 
once more. He began answering questions as quickly as he 
could, not really caring if he got the answers right or not. 


The faster he could get the test done, the closer to the final 
bell they would become, and he could find out what was 
wrong with Ryan. Equations and formulas whizzed through 
his head, as his pencil flew over the sheet. 

Just as he was finishing the final equation, he looked 
up to the clock. Only three more minutes and the bell will 
sound. 

The door into class opened and one of the more elderly 
sisters walked in and shuffled her feet over to Sister Mary 
Alice’s desk, dropping a note on top. Mary Alice grasped 
the missive and unbound it, her eyebrows lifting as she 
read over the contents. Jamie once again forgot his test, 
more interested in what had put the surprised look on her 
face than the last question on his page. 

“Mr. Altmeyer, your presence is requested back in 
detention with Father Benedictine.” 

Jamie’s head whipped back to Ryan, his stomach 
churning that his friend would be returning to whatever 
hell he’d just come from. Ryan’s skin blanched, his eyes 
rounding in terror. 

“No! Sister Mary Alice, I need to finish my test.” Ryan 
began unwrinkling the balled-up paper, smoothing his 
shaking hands over the surface. 

“You should have been working all along. You'll not get 
it done, now. Gather your things.” 

“No! You can’t make me go. I’ve already been 
punished once.” 

“Young man, if you don’t get up and head over to 
Father Benedictine’s office, the Lord will wreak havoc on 
your eternal soul, you little troublemaker. And I will make 
sure you can’t sit for a month. Get up and get moving, 
mister, and face your punishment like a man.” 

Tears shimmered in Ryan’s eyes. He finally glanced to 
his friend, and the silent plea held within them froze the 
blood in Jamie’s veins. Ryan stood and moved away from 


his desk, the rear chalkboard a blank, green landscape 
behind him. 

“Sister Mary Alice, I can’t...go...back. Never again.” 
Ryan pulled a handgun from his jacket pocket and pressed 
the muzzle to the side of his head. 

Jamie jumped from his seat, screaming “No!” as he 
stumbled over the piles of books and backpacks in the 
middle of the aisle, trying to get to his friend before he 
made the ultimate mistake. Within inches of Ryan, Jamie 
reached out to him, his heart thudding in his chest. 

Ryan looked deep into his eyes in that instant. “Sorry.” 

The click of the hammer followed by the blast of the 
gunpowder deafened Jamie to anything outside the 
heartbeat thrumming in his ears. Blood burst forth and 
sprayed along his face, chest, and arms, soaking into his 
pristinely white school uniform shirt. Jamie grasped his 
arms around Ryan, catching him as he floated to the 
ground. Lowering him, Jamie began to hear a hollow 
scream, his ears still not working after the blast. 

As he looked down onto the floor, blood, bits of bone, 
and brain matter spread along the old, worn, twisted 
linoleum. Moving back to Ryan’s eyes, he saw the light 
fading, the hollow wailing getting louder and louder as his 
ears began to clear. He looked around the room. Sister 
Mary Alice was nowhere to be seen, the other students all 
huddled toward the front of the class, as far as they could 
go to get away, but still close enough to see what was 
happening. Other students from outside their class peeked 
into the open doorway, trying to determine what had 
transpired. 

The screaming just ratcheted up, louder and louder 
and it hurt his ears. Whomever it was needed to stop, it 
was driving him mad. His eyes stung, unshed tears burned 
the back. Throat burning, he lifted his hand to his neck. It 
was then that he realized that he was in fact the one who 
screamed. He stopped the sound, as he drifted on a numb 


wave of loss. Gathering Ryan deeper into his arms, he held 
the boy close, slowly rocking, knowing he’d lost the one 
person in the entire world who he truly adored. 

Ryan was his protector. And he’d been unable to 
protect him in return. 

Several of the priests ran into the room and began to 
clear the other students out. Father Augustine moved to 
Jamie and tried to extricate the limp body from his 
clutches. 

“No! No! Leave him be a moment more.” 

“Son, you have to let him go. He’s sinned against God 
and we must remove him from this place.” Father 
Augustine had always been comforting, being kind and 
gentle when Jamie had been beaten in the past, always 
seeking to know who had hurt him. But, calling Ryan a 
sinner was not helping the situation. It was neither kind 
nor gentle. 

An extremely tall demon strode into the room at that 
moment, which dumbstruck Jamie into releasing some of 
his hold. At least, he assumed the thing was a demon. It 
sure looked close to the descriptions the priests and nuns 
had given, red skin, heavy muscles, black eyes, and 
enormous horns that flared out on either side of its head, 
curling up like those of a bull. The beast was wearing the 
black of a cleric, his roman collar spread tight against his 
thick neck. The simple white square showed bright against 
the bright blood-red of his flesh. 

The demon stepped closer, a smirk spreading across 
his lips. Jamie pulled Ryan closer, preventing the priests 
from taking him. He had to protect his friend from the 
demon. He had to be the protector. Better late than never. 

“Ah, Father Benedictine, perhaps you can assist me in 
getting the remains away from this shocked young man.” 

“Gladly,” the demon spoke in a deep grunt before 
slowly dropping to his knees, his hands grasping Ryan’s 
ankles. 


Benedictine? “No! Get that demon away from Ryan. 
He’s going to take him to Hell. He’s probably the reason 
Ryan did this. He was scared to go back to his office, and 
now I can see why. Demon!” 

Jamie fought as the two wrestled the body from him, 
but ultimately he was powerless against them. Father 
Augustine pulled Jamie away as the demon lowered the 
body to the floor. 

“Get away from him, you beast! Stop touching him!” 

Father Augustine quickly turned him in his arms, a 
slap flying across his cheek. The sting throbbed with the 
echo of the motion as it bounced off the walls. “Dear boy! 
You’ve grown mad with shock. Get yourself together!” 

He was dragged from the room, watching as the 
demon hovered over the dead body of his best friend, 
struggling the whole way. Father Benedictine, or whatever 
he truly was, began a chanting sound that nearly everyone 
in the room seemed to ignore. Jamie grasped the edges of 
the desk closest to him, refusing to budge. As the first 
swirling lights began to poke through Ryan’s body, Jamie’s 
chest tightened in panic. 

His eyes rounded as he watched the soul of his best 
friend slowly rise from its earthly body. Tears sprung to his 
eyes as he witnessed the most incredibly beautiful moment 
he’d ever seen, and instantly froze inside when he realized 
what this demon meant to do. He was going to steal his 
soul, making Ryan suffer an eternity of misery. 

Jamie bit Father Augustine’s hand and the man 
screamed in pain, releasing his hold. He ran toward the 
demon at full tilt, not knowing exactly what he was doing. 
But it seemed the right thing to do. His mind was in 
overdrive; conscious thought had escaped him at this point. 
It was do. Do now, or forever be lost. 

Ryan’s spirit completely pulled from his body and the 
demon reached out to grasp it just as Jamie crashed into 


the beast, flinging him into the floor. The corporeal shape 
danced away, out of grip, as the two flailed along the floor. 

The demon lifted Jamie by the throat, his massive hand 
tipped in blackened claws completely encircling his narrow 
neck. Spots instantly began to form behind his lids as the 
lack of oxygen hit him immediately. Sounds from the 
outside grew distant again, but he was sure the other 
priests were screaming at the Benedictine thing to release 
his hold. 

A wave of pure energy hit him along with a calming 
presence he couldn’t identify and didn’t quite understand. 
Screaming came to his ears once more, but this time, he 
realized it was coming from the demon. Sizzling smoke was 
coming from his hands and he released Jamie, backing 
away slightly to assess the situation. Jamie lifted his hands 
and looked at them, the power he felt rushing through 
them unique. 

He glowed, white light swelling across his skin. 
Walking toward the demon, he was amazed to see the 
figure cower, rambled words rushing out of its mouth in a 
tongue he was unfamiliar with. Jamie reached out his palm, 
touching the demon on the back of his hand, more smoke 
rising. A smile came to his lips when a scream rose from 
the beast’s chest and the creature dropped to its knees. 

Jamie pressed his hands to either side of its cheeks, 
the heat flowing out of his fingers rending another scream 
from the monster. Two priests moved to either side of him, 
trying to pull him away from Benedictine. With a thought 
from him, the two flew across the room, his hands never 
leaving the demon’s face. Smoke rose and flesh mottled, 
burns appearing where his hands had touched. 

The light flickered and waned, returning, but not at 
full strength. The demon chuckled through his pain, 
pushing Jamie to the floor. 

“Soul Collector, you think to battle me with one weak 
spirit in your flesh? You’re not strong enough to kill me, 


child.” 

The demon charged and Jamie raised his hands to 
ward off the fiend. The light in his palm brightened once 
more, and the beast stopped, pausing to look him over. 
Jamie caught his gaze, trying to appear as confident as 
possible in hopes it would give up. There was no fight left 
in him, and as the power he’d received dwindled, the more 
the realization as to what had just transpired weighed 
down on him. 

His knees shook so violently that he was sure it saw. 

But after a deep growl, the beast turned and fled the 
room, the scent of burnt flesh rolling out with it. Eyes 
burned into his skin as he felt the gazes of many falling on 
him in the quiet of the classroom. Questions hung in the air 
like smog, and Jamie couldn’t answer them. He had too 
many of his own that circled in his deadened mind. 

As the terror of the fight began to slowly calm, Jamie 
recalled his friend lying on the floor. Sirens in the distance 
had finally found their way to the bad part of downtown, 
the place the police ignored on a regular basis. They closed 
in on the gothic orphanage that suddenly felt too small. 
There was no longer a home to be had here for Jamie. A 
new path had been set before him, one he had no idea how 
to follow. Rushing from the room, he ran through the halls 
until he reached the dormitory. He stopped before his bed 
and gathered as much clothing as he could into his sheet 
and pulled the edges closed. 

Take my pendant. I want you to wear it now. 

Hearing Ryan’s voice inside his head, he was stunned 
into motionlessness. His heart ached at the familiar tones 
whispering through his mind, and he felt the burn of tears 
once more. 

Don’t cry for me, Jamie. I will be within you always. 
You saved me from a life in Hell. I can never repay you. 
Take my father’s pendant, it’s under my mattress. Wear it, 
for me. 


Jamie rushed to Ryan’s bunk and pulled up the 
mattress. Underneath was a black velvet box that was 
tucked into the springs of the foundation. Wedging it out, 
he tucked it into his pocket before scooping up his sack. He 
rushed to the window and lifted the creaking mass and slid 
underneath onto the fire escape. The rickety iron groaned 
even under his slight weight but seemed to hold. He slowly 
moved down the side of the building and jumped the final 
length, landing next to the rotting dumpster filled with 
leftover food and trash from the Chinese take-out next door. 

He began to run, his feet splashing through the 
puddles in the midst of the alley. Steam rose from the 
coating of water left behind from that morning’s late rain. 
The sky was still gray and thunder rolled off to the 
distance, threatening to drop large, fat raindrops at any 
moment. Jamie just ran, as far away as he could from the 
melee that had just occurred, his mind still not able to 
completely process everything that had just happened. 

The smells from the river began to fill his lungs as he 
closed in on the bridge that led to uptown. There he could 
find shelter from the rain and discern what was real and 
what wasn’t. He saw the darkened underpass that they had 
once traveled to in order to hand out sandwiches to the 
homeless, one of Sister Mary Catherine’s charitable causes. 
It had been the only place he could think of to go that was 
outside the orphanage where he could regroup. 

As he moved close to the edge, his lungs burned from 
the exertion. He’d never considered himself physically fit, 
and could barely run a mile in school. But just now, the 
adrenaline had propelled him at least five miles to this 
point. His legs shook and felt like rubber, and the first wet 
drops that landed on his face felt refreshing. 

He stood just outside the overhang and allowed the 
rain to hit, washing away the blood that coated him. Once 
he felt cooled down and marginally cleaned up, he stepped 
under and sat down on the ground near the concrete 


support. Looking around, he saw a jumble of rusted 
shopping carts, trash bags, boxes, junked cars and bikes, 
and other random pieces of litter He knew dozens of 
homeless lived here, but they hid from view, huddled under 
the layers of tossed out garbage. 

He ripped off the wet, bloody shirt and salvaged into 
his bag for a clean one. As his fingers shook, he re-buttoned 
the thing, pulling it close to him as the chills set in. 
Grasping a sweatshirt, he pulled that over his head as well, 
but the violent shaking only worsened. His teeth chattered 
together uncontrollably. He suddenly remembered the 
pendant in his pocket and fished out the velvet box. 
Opening it, he saw that it was a medallion of the Archangel 
Michael. Jamie chuckled inwardly, thinking it quite fitting 
to wear the image, after Michael’s many fights against the 
demonic. He lifted the chain around his neck, and felt a 
calming effect once it was in place. 

You did well, Jamie. I’m proud of you. 

“What is this? Am I crazy?” He sure felt crazy. A 
normal person didn’t just start seeing demons or begin 
glowing with white light. And they sure as heck didn’t 
telepathically talk to their dead best friends who apparently 
now resided inside them. 

Buddy, I don’t know what to say. If I weren’t living it 
myself, I would definitely have to say you were going off the 
deep end. I suppose living it is not the best turn of a 
phrase, hmm, Jamie? 

“I sure didn’t need to hear that.” 

I know, I know. But, we'll find out what all this is. 
Together. 

Jamie felt comforted at that. He wasn’t alone and 
wondered how long Ryan would be with him. Any time was 
better than nothing, he supposed. Although, he’d have 
wanted things to go back to where they were rather than 
where he was now. Ryan alive and protecting him was a 
much better scenario. 


“Why did you shoot yourself?” 

Benedictine. He did...things...to me. 

“Like?” 

The pause made Jamie afraid that Ryan had left him, 
that he’d pushed too far. Long seconds turned into minutes, 
but he heard an inward sigh in his head and calmed that he 
was not alone. 

He...forced...himself on me, not just sexually. He got 
into my head, twisted the truth, and drove me a little mad. 
He made me see my nightmares as he raped me. And then 
he handed me that gun on the way out, telling me I would 
need it soon. 

“That bastard!” 

“Son...who are you talking to?” A wizened old man 
scuffled close, a limp very apparent in his right leg. “We 
don’t need no trouble under here, now.” 

“No trouble, mister. I’m just...ah...thinking some big 
problems out loud.” 

“Is that your bloody shirt? What kind of big problems 
do you have?” 

The man used his battered cane to lift the blood- 
coated uniform shirt into the air. Jamie jumped to lift it off, 
folding it and pushing it into his sack. 

“A friend was hurt, really bad. I tried to save him. | 
wasn’t the one hurting anybody.” 

“Howard, Howard! Leave him be. He’s too little to 
have hurt anyone bad. Just mind your business and go on. 
You know the code.” A large black woman with curlers in 
her hair partially exited a box across from them, looking 
around the flap at them both. 

Howard looked at him squarely. “Fine, what do I care? 
But we don’t need no trouble. The police come here looking 
for you and I tell them exactly where you is. You got it?” 

Jamie looked at the end of the cane planted in the 
middle of his chest. “I got it. Nothing to worry about. No 
police will be coming here looking for me. Promise.” 


Another deep voice sounded to his left. “Promises? 
How can a Soul Collector promise no trouble?” 

Soul Collector? At the sound of that phrase again, 
Jamie whipped around, crouching instinctively at the 
comment. A tall man dressed in a long, dusty black trench 
coat and similarly coated jeans and boots walked from 
behind one of the pylons. The eye patch he wore over his 
left eye gave him a sinister air, but Jamie didn’t sense any 
aggression being directed his way as he walked closer. He 
wasn’t sure if the man was grayed or if more dust coated 
his hair as well. Post-apocalyptic chic wasn’t exactly the 
style most normal people strutted on the street. Or below 
it. 

“I’ve been called that once today and don’t know what 
it means.” 

The man walked to him, closing the distance. “Then 
you’d better get ready for many more battles. I’m assuming 
the demons now know you exist from the looks of you.” 

“What...am I?” 

“Your kind fights demons. The demons who attempt to 
steal human souls. You take the souls instead, gaining 
power from them. The day you die, you'll take those souls 
with you to Heaven, where they will find eternal rest 
alongside you.” 

“And you know all this, how?” 

“Because I’m one.” 

Jamie felt elation. Help was presented to him on a 
silver platter for once. “Then you'll help me?” 

The man quickly began to walk away from him. “No, 
boy, I can’t get tied down with a teenager to train. I have 
enough on my hands as is.” 

“You can’t just leave me here. Help me!” Jamie felt the 
sickness returning full force. Assistance was standing 
before him, and yet he was turned away. Again. The man 
turned and walked away, his shoulders tight. And then he 


paused. Never looking back, he ground out a few words 
that Jamie would never forget. 

“I’m as good as dead, kid. Coming with me would be a 
death sentence to you, too. You'll do better on your own. 
Saint Bartholomew’s Seminary. N’awlins. You'll find 
everything you need to know right there.” 


Chapter Two 
Present Day 


Jamie tugged on his roman collar as he skipped up the 
seminary steps. He was late for morning mass as usual, 
after being out late patrolling for demons. Father O’Neal 
had already warned him twice about his tardiness and he 
knew there was no way he could stroll in there after the 
liturgy had begun. Running as fast as his legs would carry 
him, he flew in between the doors just as Father O’Neal 
was Closing them. 

“Late, again.” 

“Not technically, Father. I got in the doors before you 
closed them.” Jamie took a deep breath to get control of his 
overworked lungs. 

“I would love to see a day when you are here, sitting in 
your pew, and ready to worship when the liturgy begins, 
not rushing through the door at the last minute or later. 
Will your parishioners be as forgiving of your lateness 
when they are awaiting mass - led by you?” 

I don’t plan on leading a church. How could he tell 
Father O’Neal that he was only here to gain as much 
information as possible about demonology in his ongoing 
quest? Saint Bartholomew’s Seminary University had the 
most extensive reference section in the country, and that 
was why he was here. Not to spend his mornings at mass. 

“Father, I will do my best to be here bright and early 
tomorrow morning. I get much too involved in my nightly 
studies and stay up well past the time I should. I promise to 
do better.” 

“James, I sincerely doubt you believe those words, 
which hasten me to add that lying is not a quality I want to 
see in a priest.” The words were said with a smirk, 
softening the message given. 


Jamie smiled. “It’s not an outright lie, Father. I do 
enjoy our early morning téte a tétes. That is enough to 
rouse me from my bed.” 

“Stop with your foolishness and get in there before I 
try to have you excommunicated.” 

Jamie had already started moving deeper into the 
sanctum. “But then what would my parishioners think?” he 
whispered with a smirk. 

Straightening his shirt, he snuck into one of the last 
pews as he got a stern eye from Father Nelson at the 
pulpit. 

“And we as human beings are often as susceptible to 
sin as any of our counterparts. There are those now among 
us who suffer from sloth nearly every morning.” 

A few eyes turned to look over their shoulders in his 
direction. Not that it really mattered. He wasn’t there to 
make friends or impress people. He had a job to do and this 
was the means to that end. Settling into his spot on the 
pew, he got comfortable and attempted a little nap before 
classes began. Lack of sleep over the weeks and months 
had been getting to him as of late. His eyes drooped and he 
felt sleep overtake him quickly. 

“I do say, James, do our sermons bore you that much?” 

Jamie jerked awake, his hand moving out before him to 
block an attack. His eyes quickly cleared and he saw Father 
O’Neal before him. He gazed around to see that they were 
the only two left of the several hundred that had been in 
attendance. Had he really slept through their mass exodus? 

“Jamie, being out all night doing God knows what, 
sleeping through mass, and spending an inordinate amount 
of time in the research library has not gone unnoticed.” 

They knew he left? He’d been so good about covering 
his tracks. Or so he thought. He stumbled to think of a 
response, but came up empty handed. 

“If the truth is that difficult, I’m not sure I want to 
know. Just please tell me that the late nights do not involve, 


drugs, sex, or any of the other sins.” 

Did killing demons fit in there? Wrath, perhaps. But it 
was for the greater good, right? “It does not include 
anything you would not be proud of me for.” 

Honesty? Close enough. 

Father O’Neal watched him closely for long moments 
before answering, as if he were sizing him up. “Your grades 
are superb. Your knowledge of canon law and demonology 
will be a great asset to the church. I have never witnessed 
you doing any act that I would deem unworthy or unsavory, 
aside from your penchant for tardiness. So, I will just tell 
you this, Soul Collector, you need to do a better job of 
hiding your nightly journeys.” 

Jamie was stunned by the comment. He froze for a 
second, surprised for the second time in as many minutes. 
“What...are you talking about?” 

“Don’t try and fool me, young man. I’ve put two and 
two together. I’m well aware of your kind.” Father O’Neal 
placed a finger under his collar and stretched it slightly. 
“You aren’t the first one who has come here seeking 
knowledge of that sort from the research library.” 

“Father O’Neal...” 

“There are those within the church who would be quite 
interested in your progress. They have use for men like 
you.” 

Rule number one. Trust no one. Father Benedictine 
was within their ranks when it pushed me to commit 
suicide. There have been others of the cloth. Tread 
carefully. 

Ryan’s words came to his ears and he knew what he 
said was right. No matter how helpful Father O’Neal had 
been, and no matter how good his intentions, there was no 
way to gauge who he may talk to. He could be offering 
himself up as a sacrificial lamb for slaughter with the 
wrong word. 


“Father O’Neal, I think you’ve spent too much time 
cooped up in these walls. Perhaps some time out in the 
community may be a breath of fresh air.” 

It pained Jamie to push away a potential ally, especially 
when he had so few. But there weren’t many he could trust 
in this world, a few Soul Collectors he’d run across. And 
the demons. He could always trust them to come, to kill, 
and to fight. That reliability in his life was the only 
constant. Everything else was a variable waiting to be 
miscalculated. 

After spending nearly two years out on the streets and 
a grand total of eight fighting demons, he’d learned trust 
was a valuable commodity, one not to offer lightly. Plus, if 
the information did get to the wrong people, there was the 
potential for Father O’Neal to get hurt, and he didn’t want 
that on his hands. There was already enough death on them 
as it was. 

“I know...” 

“You know nothing. Let it be.” 

“If you don’t want to admit it to me, fine, so be it. But 
like I said, I’m not the only one who has taken notice of 
your erratic behavior, so you’d best do better at covering 
your actions.” Father O’Neal gave him one of his infamous 
glares and turned tail, walking back up the aisle to the 
sanctuary, his black cassock flowing behind him as he 
walked. 

Jamie looked up to the altar, his eyes transfixed on the 
cross hanging before him. He’d been the good Catholic 
schoolboy all his time at the orphanage. He’d had 
experiences with demons. Which if there was truth to Hell, 
then wouldn’t the opposite be true, there was a Heaven 
above? And he spent time with spirits every single day of 
his life, whether it be those inside him or the ones he 
collected anew. 

Then why did he doubt? 


Could it be the fact that he and the few Soul Collectors 
he ran across were the only sign of good in the world, 
fighting against unrelenting evil? And those humans were 
half-mad old men who were so paranoid that they refused 
much more than a few words. These unbalanced humans 
stood up to the hounds of Hell without ever feeling the 
presence of the heavenly on the other side. How could that 
make one not doubt? He sighed, his whole body weary. For 
once, he’d like some kind of sign, something to affirm his 
faith. 

“Father?” 

Jamie turned and gazed at the young man who entered 
the nave, his quivering voice tremulous at best. He was 
young, perhaps only six or seven. His smooth, caramel skin 
was creamy against his strong, straight white teeth. 

“Father?” The minor hint of French Quarter accent 
was Slightly apparent. 

“I’m only a student, not one of the priests. I can find 
one if you like....” 

“No, you're the one I seek.” 

“Tm not a prie...” 

“The witch doctor told me to come here and find the 
one with glowing skin.” 

Jamie looked down at his hands. They always glowed. 
But the majority of people couldn’t or didn’t want to see it. 
Leave it to a child. 

“There’s something wrong with Papa. He’s acting 
weak. And then he’s screaming. The witch doctor needs 
help. We need you to come.” 

“But as I said, I’m not a priest.” 

“We need help.” The young man’s eyes pleaded with 
him, begging him to assist. “Please, help.” 

Jamie stood, his mind stirring with the thoughts of 
dozens of souls within him, all shouting at the same time. 
They were no support as half thought he should help and 
the other half screamed at him to stay out of it. It sounded 


like a possession and he had no experience with removing 
demons from a living host. 

And the important question. Who was this witch doctor 
that summoned him? 

He moved to the door, still unsure if it was the right 
thing, and the youngster began to lead the way. They 
traveled several blocks through the French Quarter, 
winding through revelers and outdoor musicians, as well as 
the tourists who clogged the streets. Whipping down an 
alley, they walked past the homeless and a drug transaction 
or two. None looked in their direction as he followed 
closely to the child. 

They exited the alley and walked another few blocks, 
echoes of the music still wafting on the humid air. Stopping 
before an old creole cottage, the boy bounced up the stairs 
and through the door. Jamie hesitated, knowing there was 
no backing out once he walked inside. There was a 
presence here, evil thick in the air. The sounds of screams 
and chanting hit his ears and almost made him turn and 
run. 

The boy stuck his head out, gazing at him with 
impatience in his eyes. “You come, now. He needs you.” 

Taking a deep breath, Jamie walked through the door. 
The noises he heard outside exploded by a thousand 
percent, his ears throbbing from the screeching alone. He 
followed the sound, wending his way through the small 
home until he came across a sight that had him marking 
himself with the sign of the cross. 

A man lay tied to the wrought iron bed, the heavy 
ropes that bound his arms twisted repeatedly along the 
headboard posts. The smell was stagnant, all rotting flesh 
and disease, and Jamie lifted his hand to his mouth and 
nose to cover them. His eyes rounded as he heard the man 
speak in tongues in the middle of releasing agonizing 
screams of anguish. He bucked on the bed, his eyes huge 


and his tongue lashing about in his open mouth as he 
spoke. 

And then Jamie saw the witch doctor, all six and a half 
feet of him. The man had a half mask on his face, his torso 
bare and heavily muscled. His tattooed shoulders were so 
wide that he nearly filled up the whole back wall. Full lips 
twisted as he chanted non-stop, one hand filled with a small 
bowl, the other spread the blue smoke that drifted up from 
it. Lower, he wore only a loincloth that barely covered him, 
his ass nearly bare. 

“You, hold him down as I pull the demon from him.” 

Jamie was still frozen in shock from all he saw and 
couldn’t move. 

“I said, hold him down!” The witch doctor sat the bowl 
down on a bureau and moved toward Jamie. Once his hands 
wrapped around his arms and shook him, a wave of 
powerful energy moved through his body. He felt like he 
could move again, power roiling through him. 

Rounding the bed, Jamie looked at the writhing mass 
of man, trying to determine how to grip him. He grasped 
the man’s upper arms, pushing down with what body 
weight he had. 

“Get off me, Soul Collector.” The man spat at him 
before turning to another tongue, his voice deepening to a 
growling tone. 

Screams erupted from the victim and his body began 
to buck harder, nearly pushing Jamie off him. He jumped on 
the man’s chest, holding on for dear life as the witch 
doctor’s chants became louder, a rhythmic melody that 
rumbled over Jamie and made his mind drift. He felt as 
though he were floating. Peace settled over him, regardless 
of the bucking, angry man under him. 

What is he doing? Why do I feel like this? 

Before Jamie could ponder on the sensation overly 
long, the man’s mouth opened wider than humanly 
possible. Rousing from the waking dream, he shook his 


head to clear his thoughts. The grotesque sight made his 
stomach pitch, but he clamped down and forced himself to 
look away. Air began to swirl around his face and Jamie 
looked back, watching as claw-tipped fingers began to poke 
out from between the man’s teeth. A hand took form, 
followed by a forearm. 

Within moments, a full demon was emerging, waist 
high from the gaping maw. It pushed out of the man, who 
had gone limp. Jamie let go and backed away as the demon 
jumped from the man and onto the floor. Still not 
completely in its true form, its limbs and torso began to 
swell as if someone were blowing it up like a balloon. 

“Benedictine.” Jamie hadn’t seen the beast since the 
day Ryan had shot himself. He dug up every ounce of his 
power and ran for the beast before it could completely 
form. 

Screaming the entire way, he felt years of rage 
running through his veins. Retribution was at hand. For 
Ryan. For the life he’d lost. For the life Jamie had lost. 

His hands glowed brighter than ever. He was ready. 

Just as Jamie was inches from it, Benedictine dropped 
his head and one of its poison tipped horns pierced Jamie’s 
torso. The creature twisted his head and pulled back, blood 
pouring from the gaping wound. Jamie dropped to his 
knees, the world spinning around him. The sounds of the 
room were muted, gray invading the edges of his vision. 
Benedictine smiled at him as he raised his massive fist, 
ready to strike. 

It was still smiling as the blade of the witch doctor’s 
sword glided along its neck, taking the head clear off. The 
mass slid off and fell to the floor with a heavy thud. Black 
blood oozed from the stump of a neck and the body fell on 
top of Jamie, who was too weakened to remove it. Hands 
pulled at the carcass, his lungs partially filling with air, but 
the pain in his chest made him groan from the exertion. 


Spirits began to pull from the dead body that the witch 
doctor lifted. He held it semi-aloft as the ghostly forms 
ripped through and sped toward Jamie. Dozens upon 
dozens of them began to strike, penetrating him, seeking 
the safety of his body. It went on for what felt like hours, 
the pain unimaginable. Ultimately, hundreds of the 
apparitions pushed their way into Jamie’s body, the 
screaming voices in his head enough for him to go mad. 

Once it was complete, the witch doctor lowered the 
empty husk to the floor and it dissolved into ash, the slight 
draft in the house swirling some into the air. His mask 
lifted to his forehead, and a set of the most incredibly blue 
eyes regarded his own. Fierce brows were drawn above 
them as the light started to flicker within his sight. The 
gray border widened and everything faded to black. 

KKK 

Ios pulled the small male into his lap, chanting as he 
lifted him in his arms. Watching his courage in attacking 
the demon, he knew he’d been right to finally call him 
forth. But when the Hell Demon’s horn pierced his body, Ios 
was afraid he’d been very wrong. Until the souls swept into 
him. The wound had healed almost immediately, but the 
man had barely survived it. Ios had to keep him safe. 

“Where am I?” The bound man on the bed was coming 
to, looking around him dazedly. 

“Do you think you can untie him?” Ios turned to the 
child, tossing him a small hunting knife. 

“Yep.” The towheaded boy nodded, his wide eyes 
seeing nothing but the knife, a wicked grin on his lips. 

Ios rushed from the house, teleporting to his lair as 
soon as he crossed the threshold. The Soul Collector was a 
slight weight in his arms. He lowered him to the bed, 
turning on the torches with a wave of his hand. Opening 
the human’s shirt, he inspected the wound, ensuring it was 
truly healing. There were still pink ridges that were slightly 
puckered, but it was nearly restored. He looked up to see 


sweat forming on the man’s brow and his body began to 
tremble with cold. Ios covered him with the large fur 
blanket and got a warm towel to wipe his face. 

What a lovely face. Male, yet soft. His firm nose and 
high cheekbones were strongly masculine, but his full lips 
and large eyes gave him an ethereal beauty that was hard 
to ignore. Cropped blond hair covered his head and Ios 
recalled the shining hazel eyes that had looked back at him 
vaguely before he’d passed out. Something in Ios’s chest 
had snapped when he’d seen that look, those eyes. 

That something he had no time for right now. No 
matter how intriguing the male was. No matter how long 
he’d watched him from the shadows, wanting to get close. 

Ios lifted from the bed and began taking off the witch 
doctor ensemble he’d be wearing. Tossing the mask to the 
scarred chunk of oak he used as a desk, he pulled the 
loincloth off. Stretching, his hand moved to his discarded 
jeans. 

“Where...am...I?” 

Ios turned, jeans in hand. The male’s eyes were open, 
but his teeth chattered from cold. Another wave of Ios’s 
hand brought the roaring fire to life. 

“You’re safe. Your wounds have already nearly 
healed.” 

“How long...have I...been here?” 

“Just a few moments. We just arrived.” Ios saw the 
male’s eyes dip lower, locking on his cock. His eyes 
widened, but never returned upward. Even knowing he 
didn’t have time for such play, he couldn’t stop the lustful 
reaction his body felt. His cock thickened slightly, bobbing 
between his legs. 

He needed to control himself. If he lost it and 
succumbed to the lust that was slowly building in him, he 
could shift. It was too soon for the Soul Collector to know 
what he was. He bit the inside of his lip and stepped into 


his jeans to stop the male from staring at him. No matter 
how much he wanted him to continue. 

“The fire...how did you...do that?” 

Dammit! Why did I do that? Time to change the 
subject. “Your chattering seems to be improving. Are you 
feeling warm?” 

“A little.” 

An intense need to curl his body against the small 
male’s form grew. He could definitely warm him, in more 
ways than one. Shaking his head, he dismissed the thought. 

“Where are we?” The male’s eyes never left Ios’s 
groin, the bulge there still demanding to be seen. 

“My hideout. I was trying to buy you time to adjust.” 

“Adjust?” 

“You just had a hundred or more spirits flow into you. 
I’m sure you’re used to receiving one or two in one day, at 
most.” Ios paused, waiting for the nod that came. “It will 
take your body a day to recover from that.” 

“Is that what healed me, or was it you, Witch Doctor?” 
Bright hazel eyes shined at him. 

“The ghosts. They healed you.” I wish it had been me. 
Perhaps that would be a debt I’d want you to repay. Ios 
struggled to fight the rising lust that engulfed him. 

“How did you know about me? To send the boy?” 

“Do you always ask this many questions?” Ios wasn’t 
ready to give away all of his secrets, not yet. But he liked 
that the male was inquisitive. His eyes missed nothing, yet 
somehow stayed on the bulge in his pants all at the same 
time. 

“Call me nosy.” One slender eyebrow rose. 

Ios chuckled aloud. “I haven’t met a Soul Collector yet 
that wasn’t.” 

“Are you really a witch doctor? Is that how you knew 
what I was?” 

“No, I’m not a witch doctor. I hunt rogue demons. I’d 
heard whispers that a Soul Collector was residing in New 


Orleans and made it my business to locate you.” 

“Then you’re a Soul Collector as well?” That damned 
eyebrow rose again. He was tempted to lick it and then 
trail down the side of his face to those full lips. Bet the 
barrage of questions would stop then. 

“I’m not a Soul Collector.” If only it were that simple. 

“What are you?” 

“I hunt rogue demons.” 

“You aren’t going to tell me who you really are, are 
you?” 

“Nope.” 

The male’s eyes drifted to his bare chest, his eyes 
following the trail of dark hair that traveled down his 
abdomen and into the waistband of his jeans and then back 
up to his face. 

“Will you at least tell me what your name is so I don’t 
have to keep calling you the Witch Doctor?” 

“Demon hunter.” Ios said with a smirk. 

“That’s your name?” 

“No, I’ve already told you I wasn’t a witch doctor, but a 
demon hunter. So if you choose to name me after my 
profession that would be the correct terminology.” 

“You have a circle for every question I have.” 

“T could do this all night.” Although there were other 
things that would be a lot more fun. 

“Fine, I don’t care. How do I leave?” The male started 
to rise from the bed, looking as though he planned to stand. 
He needed more rest. Ios needed to stop him. The human 
wobbled on the one foot that stood on the ground. 

“Tos.” 

“Ios?” The human paused, his mind focusing on the 
question versus getting up. He slowly lowered himself back 
to the bed. “What’s that?” 

“My name.” 

“Ios, how do I get out of here? I don’t see a door.” 


“Pll take you when you’ve rested a bit more, Soul 
Collector.” 

“I don’t need mothering. I need to get back to the...” 
The words trailed off as the male seemed to lose track of 
what he was saying. 

“Seminary?” 

The male blanched, losing the little bit of color that 
he’d regained. “You seem to know a lot more about me than 
I do you. I’m at the disadvantage here.” 

“Just know that I felt it my business to know where you 
were, in case I needed your help. I mean you no harm.” 

“Just a horn in the chest.” 

“That was an unforeseeable accident and you know it. 
I killed the beast to avenge your wounding.” 

“I didn’t ask you to do that. I wanted that kill for 
myself.” 

“Sorry, but you were in no shape to finish him off. It 
was either kill him or allow him to kill you. I think I made 
the wiser of the two choices.” 

The male groaned, not wanting to answer. Ios chuckled 
again. “Rest up. I’ll take you back as soon as you get a little 
more shut-eye.” Jamie, I don’t ever want to take you back. 
But I will until you’re ready. 


Chapter Three 


Jamie couldn’t get the image of Ios naked out of his 
head. Or calm down his raging hard-on, the first one he’d 
ever had...as in ever, ever. The throbbing organ was 
painful, flush with blood, his sac heavy with need. He 
fought against the need to reach down and touch himself, 
to make the pulsing stop. His mind swirled with the 
implication of his reaction to this man. He’d been beaten as 
a teen for being gay, something he was sure he wasn’t. At 
least he hadn’t thought he was. He’d never reacted sexually 
to anyone before, male or female, and had never once had 
the urge to be with anyone in that way. 

Now, he had a hard dick that demanded Ios’s caresses. 

After all these years, what did this mean for him? 
Perhaps this was just an aftereffect of the rush of spirits 
that flew into him? Was he in sensation overload? He barely 
knew this man, only had a name and occupation, both of 
which he questioned hardily. Yes, he’d saved him from 
Benedictine. Yes, he’d got him out of the house and 
somewhere relatively safe, for now. But rule number one, 
trust no one. 

Ryan’s voice wasn’t to be heard. He needed to talk to 
his friend, but he couldn’t pinpoint his sound out of the low, 
echoed cacophony in his head. Most of the time, Ryan had 
gotten to the point of telling him his two cents even when 
Jamie didn’t want to hear it. Now he wanted the pain in the 
ass, and he wasn’t around. Jamie grasped the pendant at 
his throat and tried once more to find Ryan to no avail. 
Frustrated, he punched the pillow and turned to his side. 

Jamie closed his eyes, knowing his body needed rest. 
The voices were already murmuring in his head and if he 
didn’t rest now he may not get the chance to for a while. 
Once the spirits got comfortable, they would become louder 
and louder, and it had already been becoming crazy before 
the influx of a hundred more. He needed to find a way to 


control them, but so far, nothing had worked. Somehow, 
amongst it all, he surrendered to darkness. 

But rest was short lived. Dream visions swirled in his 
mind after sleep finally trapped him. He walked down a 
tight corridor, nameless faces peering at him as he moved. 
Many different people, all ages, sexes, and races, lined the 
walkway and all stared at him as he strolled along. And 
then they began to talk, all at once. And the sound grew 
louder and louder in his head, echoing in his ears and 
making his head feel as though it was exploding. 

Pulling his hands over his ears, he bent down, 
wrapping his body into a ball, and tried to tune out the ear- 
piercing sound of their trilling wails and words. He felt 
bodies jumping atop him, crushing him to the floor. Weight 
after weight forced the air from his lungs, and he couldn’t 
breathe. He fought back against them, but he was too weak 
versus their massive number. 

He awoke screaming, his hands still to his ears, in 
Ios’s arms. 

“Shhhh...calm down. It’s only a nightmare.” Ios was 
lying against him in the large bed, his body nudged close. 
One large palm ran along his back as the other cradled his 
head. “You’re fine. I won’t let anything happen to you 
here.” 

Tremors still ran through his body, and the echoing 
sound still vibrated in his ears. Allowing his mind to drift, 
he refused to acknowledge what was happening in that bed 
was wrong, because it felt too right. Jamie soaked up the 
warmth of Ios’s large form, his deeply masculine scent 
filling his nose. He felt safe for the first time...well, ever. 
His cock had never really eased completely in sleep and he 
felt blood surge into it once more, the craving to be 
touched so unnatural to him. Yet natural at the same time. 

Ios adjusted his leg and apparently felt Jamie’s 
erection. He froze. “Seminarian, hmm? I think you need to 
revisit your plans before you make that vow of chastity.” 


“I have no plans to become a priest.” 

“No?” Jamie couldn’t ignore the sound of satisfaction 
in Ios’s voice. “Then why are you there?” 

“I needed access to their research library, which has 
the best demonology materials in the country. Enrolling 
was the only way inside the walls.” 

“You have no plans to be celibate?” Ios’s crystalline 
blue eyes captured his. 

Plans? It just never came up before. “No, no plans.” Oh 
my...is he going to...kiss me? 

Ios lowered his mouth, feathering his lips across 
Jamie’s in a touch so gentle, he wasn’t completely sure it 
had happened. Easing back, he sighed, and apparently that 
was all Ios needed. He captured Jamie’s lips in a deeper 
kiss, and Jamie did everything he could to keep up. He 
moved against the caress and opened to Ios when he felt 
pressure against the seam of his lips. When Ios’s forceful 
tongue spread into his mouth, Jamie surrendered to the 
moment, allowing himself to be plundered. 

Unused to physical affection of any kind, he soon 
realized he was starving for it. los’s welcome heat surged 
into his own body, coupled with the fire of the connection 
they had. Jamie rubbed his hard cock against Ios’s thick 
leg, his hips moving of their own accord. Need built in him, 
the emotion so foreign he felt as though he could barely 
breathe. 

“You’re incredible.” Ios spoke against his lips as his 
hands spread across Jamie’s chest. “I never imagined you 
would be...so....” 

Ios stiffened. Jamie was almost positive his blue eyes 
were becoming black. Ios pulled back, releasing Jamie from 
his grasp, and stood from the bed, the outline of his hard 
cock pressing against his jeans. Jamie was shocked by the 
sudden departure as much as he was about what he’d just 
witnessed. 

“What are you?” 


“What do you mean?” Ios rubbed a heavy hand over 
his face and scrubbed at his eyes. 

“Your eyes...they turned black. Didn’t they?” 

Ios just stared at Jamie. No words of explanation came 
forth. The black he’d been sure he’d seen was now gone. 
But Jamie knew he wasn’t wrong. 

“What. Are. You?” 

“You wouldn’t understand.” Ios lowered himself into 
the bed and tried to gather him into his arms again. 

Jamie had learned enough over the years to know what 
evil looked like. It was time to go. Pulling away, he moved 
from Ios’s grasp. “How do I get out of here?” 

Ios sighed deeply and held out one hand to him. 

“I don’t want to touch you.” 

“If you want to go home, you will. You aren’t on 
Earth’s dimension right now.” 

“What? Where the hell have you taken me?” 

“My home world. Just give me your damned hand and 
I’ll take you home.” 

Ios is even sexier when he’s angry. Dammit, stop 
thinking things like that! Jamie looked at the outstretched 
hand like it was a rabid dog, unsure if he wanted to take it. 
Yet, he wanted to slide his palm into the warm one before 
him and forget what he’d seen. He’d had a tiny sampling of 
pleasure, and it had been robbed from him. 

No, it’s evil. It’s gotten into your mind. Be strong. 
Considering the hand Ios held out to him had just wrought 
pleasure was sickening. But it was the best chance he 
currently had, so he slid his fingers into Ios’s palm, trying 
to not react to the simple touch. 

His head spun as they were immediately drug through 
some sort of wormhole and landed squarely in front of 
Saint Bartholomew’s dorm. The hour had grown late, the 
sky was inky and few stars attempted to shine through the 
blackness. His head swam and his knees buckled slightly. 
Ios quickly steadied him, grasping his upper arms. 


Jamie looked into his face but couldn’t see much due 
to the lack of moonlight. His mind flashed to blackened 
eyes peering down at him. The sight needed to be 
engrained in his mind if he was going to fight the dizzying 
attraction he felt for the male. He wished he hadn’t seen 
what he had. And yet he was also glad he’d seen it. It made 
it easier to walk away. 

Although, easy was a subjective term. 

“You’re quick to judge someone who has done nothing 
but save your life. Just remember that when you’re lonely.” 

He captured Jamie in an embrace, his lips finding his 
in the dark. Ios stole the kiss, a dominant claiming of sorts. 
The first moment was bliss, the heat of Ios’s mouth flaming 
through him. But he quickly got ahold of himself and 
pushed him away. He didn’t want to, but he had to. 

In a flash, Ios was gone. 

kK 

Jamie awoke the following morning, having slept 
fitfully for the rest of the night. His chest ached, but when 
he pulled back his t-shirt, he saw that the scars were barely 
visible. Gazing at his alarm clock, he shot up, late for Mass 
once more. He grabbed the clothes he needed, discarding 
his bloody shirt in the wastebasket as he ran down the 
hallway to the communal bathroom. 

Twenty minutes later, he was running down the 
walkway toward church when he spied a demon that looked 
aggressively like Benedictine walking his way. Or rather, 
stomping. When the thing realized he’d seen it, it began to 
run in his direction. Demons typically did their fighting in 
the nighttime hours, under the cloak of darkness. They 
seemed to understand the need for secrecy, never exposing 
themselves to the mass human population. 

But apparently, this demon hadn’t read the handbook. 
It charged full force at Jamie, who would be forced to 
defend himself. Or he could run, looking like a coward, and 
draw the beast away, finding a spot more apt to receive 


their battle. Dropping his bag, he turned and fled, the 
shiny, black dress shoes he was required to wear not giving 
him much traction over the wet, well-manicured lawn of the 
quad. Looking over his shoulder, he saw the beast gaining 
on him. 

Just as he was nearly in reach, they hit the concrete 
walkway and Jamie dug in deep, punching his legs into the 
ground. He was able to create a small amount of distance, 
the footfalls behind him not coming as close. Once he left 
the campus, he dove into an alley, winding through the 
streets of the French Quarter, seeking enough distance and 
solitude that they could dance their dance in peace. 

He came to another alley, one that reminded him so 
much of the one he’d tread as he escaped the orphanage. 
Sweetly sour smells of rotten food, urine, and stagnant 
water rose to his nose, the filth scattered about reminding 
him too much of his time on the streets. He’d done things 
he wasn’t proud of to get off these streets, hoping to never 
come back. But, the monsters dragged him back. When he 
hit the dead end alley, he turned and faced his predator, 
ready to do whatever was necessary to walk away intact. 

Jamie raised both hands, summoning the power to 
grow in his palms. An unusual thing occurred. The light 
was so intense, it surrounded his whole body like a force 
field and an arc of light curved above his head, extending 
from one hand to the other. He’d never felt this powerful 
since the first time he’d fought Benedictine. Rather ironic 
he would gain the most power from the one being that 
started him on this path so long ago. That injection of spirit 
would do him well. 

Before the beast could get close enough for him to be 
in its arm’s reach, he reached forward with his light, a blast 
emanating from his hands like a shot. The demon fell back 
to the ground and slid at least ten more feet across the wet 
pavement. It lay low for a moment and then slowly rose. It 


spit out words in its demon tongue. Jamie was sure it 
cursed him. Too late, he was already cursed. 

“I am Mordecai of the Hell Demon Nation. I am here to 
avenge a death. You killed my brother,” the thing spit out in 
English. 

“Benedictine?” Jamie wasn’t about to argue the fact 
that Ios was actually the one who killed the demon. He 
would have done the deed himself had he been able. 

“His name was Amoz.” The demon spit afterwards, 
punctuating his statement with black blood. “It will be the 
last word you hear as I rip your head from your neck.” 

Jamie wondered if he’d hurt him that much with the 
blast. If he did, he was happy, and decided to hit him again 
for effect. The demon screamed out in pain and flew at 
least fifteen feet down the alley. 

“Benedictine. Amoz. Really doesn’t matter now, 
considering his head was removed. Good luck trying to get 
mine.” 

The beast growled, and Jamie wasn’t sure where the 
cocky words had come from. He rarely taunted the beasts, 
but something inside him felt the need. Before it could 
steady itself on its feet, Jamie pulled more of the energy 
from his body, and this time a long arc of light extended 
from one hand, like a sword. 

The demon took one look at the light sword and began 
to run away, looking over his shoulder the entire time. 
Jamie had never seen a look of fear in a beast’s eyes. It felt 
good. 

Clapping sounded from his left and he peered up. 
Sitting on a rusty fire escape two floors above him was Ios, 
apparently having witnessed the whole event. 

“What are you doing here?” Ios was far enough above 
him that he had to yell slightly. Secretly happy to see him, 
Jamie couldn’t let on to his emotional reaction. His heart 
beat fast, even faster than it had when he’d been facing 
down the demon. 


“Watching over you.” Ios’s long, lanky legs poked over 
the edge and his feet dangled, the rubber tread from his 
black combat boots showing. 

“As you just saw, I don’t need a babysitter.” Pointing a 
finger down the alley, he smirked at his latest victory. 

“That you don’t.” 

Jamie looked into his pale blue eyes to determine if he 
was being mocked. He saw no sarcasm in their depths, only 
admiration. And perhaps a little lust. His cock thickened 
slightly at the thought, and he willed it to stop. Rule 
number one. Trust no one. Especially a being that had 
black eyes. 

“You don’t know what you have.” 

“Enlighten me. What do I have?” 

“Few Soul Collectors ever reach the point where they 
have as many spirits within them as you now do. The last 
one was about two hundred years ago, and he struggled 
with his newfound powers. At best, a Soul Collector fights 
off the madness that affects his mind, and that’s with 
dozens, not hundreds in there.” 

“I didn’t see any struggle there.” The cockiness from 
before was still within him and he wasn’t sure where it 
came from. 

“You’re already becoming drunk from the power. I can 
help you.” 

“I don’t need help from the likes of you.” Whatever it is 
you are. 

“So judgmental.” 

“Educate me. What are you?” 

Ios jumped down from the incredible height, landing in 
low to the ground, the concrete buckling around him. “You 
aren’t ready to learn that yet.” 

A rush of lust spiked through Jamie at the intense 
masculinity of the move. The show of strength was 
tantalizing. Why did he feel such emotion around this... 
creature? He’d never felt lust or any sexual cravings at all 


before meeting him. Could he be an incubus? But they 
targeted women. Didn’t they? 

“No, I’m not an incubus.” 

Jamie blanched, red-hot heat filling his face seconds 
later as he considered his train of thought. “You can read 
my mind?” 

“Yes. Some of the demons you may eventually fight can 
as well. I can train you to block your thoughts, making you 
a stronger fighter.” 

“Why do you care?” 

“I’m a rogue demon hunter. All I care about is that 
they’re brought down, one way or another. You could be the 
ultimate weapon in the fight with some guidance.” 

“Tm not a killer. I usually fight for the soul and run.” 

“After Amoz’s death, the game has changed. You were 
barely a blip on their screen, fighting one here or there, 
stealing the random soul.” 

“And what am I now?” 

“Raw power. You’ve the ability to hurt them like none 
other in this dimension. Demons are going to attack you 
now. You’re no longer the hunter. You’re the prey.” 

Jamie was taken aback by the words. Life was hard 
enough as is. Now he’d have to go on the offensive? “Why 
did you did this to me? You summoned me to that house 
and forced those souls on me.” 

“You would’ve rather they remain in Amoz and be 
taken to Hell?” A thick finger punctuated the statement, 
directly into Jamie’s chest. He could almost feel the anger 
flare in Ios as his eyes shined black and his nostrils flared. 
The reaction reminded Jamie that he still didn’t know what 
he dealt with here. Pushing him too hard wasn’t a good 
idea. 

“No. I suppose not.” 

“I had a chance to take down a very powerful demon 
and save the souls he’d trapped. Yes, I used you for that, 


and I’d do it again if I had the chance. So don’t look for a 
fucking apology.” 

“Did you ever consider that there may have been 
another way to deal with Amoz without putting my life at 
further risk? Now, I'll be on the run. My whole life is... 
gone.” Again. 

“You need to leave the Seminary. It’s too dangerous 
there now. They know where you are. But you don’t need to 
run. With training and patience, you can stand up to them.” 

“Stand up to the entire Demon Horde?” 

“Did you see the fear in Mordecai’s eyes when he saw 
your sword of light?” 

“Yeah.” And he’d liked it. A lot. 

“You have a weapon at your disposal. You need to learn 
to use it.” 

“And you’re just the one to teach me, hmm?” 

“Do you have any other offers?” Ios put his hands to 
his hips, arms akimbo, and stared him down. 

“I don’t trust you.” Jamie was torn. The potential for 
learning how to wield the weapon he had now fought with 
rule number one. Adding in the sexual attraction the two 
felt didn’t give him much more confidence. But any 
knowledge he could garner was better than where he was 
now. “But I suppose I don’t have any other options.” 

Ios reached out his hand once more, a silent request 
for Jamie to take it. He nervously slipped his into Ios’s 
warm, waiting palm, a shiver running down his body just 
before they popped into another dimension. 


Chapter Four 


Ios brought Jamie to Valenci. It was one of the lovelier 
planes. Open fields of aquamarine grasses littered with 
fuchsia flowers drifted in a perpetual breeze under the 
three bright full moons that filled the midnight blue sky. 
The illumination was nearly that of a summer day on Earth. 
And the wide, open fields were the perfect place for Jamie 
to test his powers. No one was about, so they had the spot 
to themselves. 

“What is this place?” Jamie looked about, circling as 
he looked upward at the trio of heavenly bodies. 

“Valenci. A plane of limbo.” 

“We’re in limbo?” 

“Quite literally. Earth time has stopped here. We will 
return to your world at the same moment we left. But it is 
but one of four planes of limbo.” 

“Incredible.” Jamie walked forward through the hip- 
high grasses, his arms spreading out beside him as his 
hands opened to touch the tops of the swaying weeds. “Are 
there any unseen dangers here?” 

“Losing track of time is about it.” Ios hoped that they 
would get lost here a little. The little human was a fire in 
his blood, making him wonder if he could hold back. He’d 
walked into this arrangement knowing Jamie would 
probably never accept him for what he was. So he’d 
decided before he’d finally gotten close to the human to 
keep his distance and ignore the lust he’d felt from the first 
moment he’d laid eyes on him. He’d already crossed that 
line numerous times, and he was sure it would continue to 
happen. 

Maybe he should just tell Jamie the truth. Get it out in 
the open. Best possible scenario would have Jamie 
accepting him. Worst, Jamie would push him away 
completely and it would cut his romantic aspirations in the 
bud. It would also put Jamie in grave danger. He needed to 


prepare him first, before he told him the truth, give the 
human a fighting chance. Hopefully Ios could keep his dick 
in his pants long enough for that to happen. 

Watching Jamie’s smaller frame, his hips rolling as he 
walked, brought his attention to his rounded ass. Licking 
his lips, he imagined holding on to that as he surged 
forward into his body, his ass gripping him like a fist. He 
shook his head, clearing his thoughts, but not before his 
dick had caught wind of the vision. His hard-on popped up 
and throbbed against the zipper of his jeans, making him 
suck in a breath from the torture. 

“What’s wrong?” Jamie turned around as he asked. 
Their gazes caught and then his eyes wandered further 
down and caught sight of Ios’s erection. 

Ios nearly groaned from the wave of desire that rolled 
over Jamie’s face, and could have growled as the human 
tightened his features to hide his response. He sensed 
Jamie’s confusion, had all along. And it was more than just 
his being attracted to another male. The human’s thoughts 
were scrambled, disjointed. Some things he was actually 
able to hide away, deep in the recesses of his mind, but the 
emotions he felt ran closer to the surface. Ios could pluck 
them easily, but couldn’t get to his memories. 

It didn’t matter. He seemed quite capable of seeing the 
visions running through Jamie’s mind now and they were 
worse than those that had caused the erection in the first 
place. He fisted his hard cock in one palm through his 
jeans, the fiery trail the little human was taking him down 
enough for him to lose his control. And potentially, his 
mind. 

“Keep thinking those thoughts and you are going to 
get fucked, hard. And exactly the way you’re currently 
imagining.” 

Jamie’s color rose, his cheeks a bright red. “You’re 
doing this to me! So quit this shit and let’s get down to 
business.” 


“I’m not doing anything to you, except standing here 
looking at you.” 

“You have to be.” Jamie’s eyes drifted away, confusion 
setting into his face. 

“What, because you’re hot for another guy?” Ios 
stepped closer, needing to see his face clearly. 

“No, because I’ve never...” Jamie stopped, looking up 
at Ios, his red color somehow growing even darker. 

“You’ve never what?” Ios took another step, needing to 
be near him. 

“Nothing, forget it. You said you could show me how to 
block beings from my mind. Apparently, I really need to 
learn how.” 

“Tell me.” Ios was within arm’s reach now. 

“It’s not important!” 

“You’ve never wanted...” Ios pushed into Jamie’s mind 
as he stepped into Jamie’s personal space. “...anyone?” 

“Get the hell out of my head!” Jamie raged against 
him, putting his palms to Ios’s chest to push him away. Ios 
didn’t move an inch, instead grasping Jamie’s wrists and 
holding him locked before him. 

“You’ve never gotten hard for anyone before, so you 
assume it’s me. That’s why you thought I was an incubus.” 

“Well, are you?” Jamie’s eyes looked up at him and he 
shuddered. 

“Nope, not even close.” Ios lowered his head, a breath 
away from kissing him again. 

“And you aren’t going to tell me.” Jamie whispered, the 
heat of his breath fanning over Ios’s face. 

“Not yet.” 

Ios dropped his head to capture Jamie’s lips in his, 
pulling the human into his embrace. He forged deep, 
pressing his tongue into the molten depths of the human’s 
mouth. His cock grew impossibly harder, the searing pain 
from the zipper cutting into his skin. But he didn’t care, 


could only focus on the man before him and his incredible 
need to touch him. 

Jamie half-heartedly fought him at first, pulling his 
wrists from Ios’s grasp, only to punch at his chest twice 
before spreading his hands out over his pecs, above the 
thin black t-shirt he wore. Jamie then gripped his shoulders 
closer to him as his tongue began to war with Ios’s. A moan 
of surrender was music to Ios’s ears and he dipped down to 
one knee, taking Jamie with him. Pressing back, he lowered 
them down into the soft aqua grasses, never removing his 
lips. 

Lying entwined, thrusting their hardened cocks 
against one another, they kissed feverishly. It had been far 
too long since the last time he’d had a sexual encounter 
and his control was on the precipice, fueled by the 
staggering lust he felt for Jamie. But it was more. Never 
before had he felt such an incredible need to protect. Never 
before had the whispered word of “mine” crossed his mind 
as he stroked the flesh of another. 

He was of the Immortal and had been alive for over a 
thousand years. There had been woman and men in his life 
before Jamie. But it was just to slake his desires before 
drifting along. That was, until the need struck again and 
demanded satisfaction. A quick toss in the hay usually 
satisfied his cravings, and he rarely even asked a name of 
the willing participant that had helped him scratch his itch. 
He wasn’t a whore, far from it. He couldn’t recall the last 
time he’d even fucked. But the sex was a means to an end, 
not a forever kind of thing. 

Ios was afraid that he’d never get enough of this 
human. He’d been sent by the clerics to save Jamie one 
night many years before. When Ios had first seen him on 
the streets, he’d scoffed. There was no way the ragamuffin 
street urchin with the penchant for killing demons would 
be the great Soul Collector of the prophecy. 


But Ios had felt the need to follow him most nights, 
protecting him from the harsher dangers, especially in the 
first few months after he’d found him. The boy hadn’t been 
ready to battle some of the beasts he’d been closing in on. 
So Ios had roughed them up a little before the human had 
arrived, giving the boy time to gain his strength, to build 
confidence in battle. Ios had started interfering less and 
less over the years, only watching the boy become a man, 
his body strengthening into that of a fighter. 

He hadn’t wanted to fall in love with him. But he 
couldn’t ignore his instinctual need to protect. Nor could he 
prevent his need to mark him as his own. But it was more 
than that as well. 

He wanted to know everything that went on inside 
Jamie’s mind, his past, his present, where his future lay. 
What made him angry, what made him smile. And that 
terrified Ios unlike anything had ever done before it. Here, 
in his arms, lay his potential weakness. And in his business, 
that was lethal to have. 

But maybe, just maybe, he could fuck him a few times 
and get him out of his system. Yeah, that was a good idea. 
Love him, teach him, and leave him. It could work, right? 
As soon as the thought crossed his mind, he knew it for the 
lie that it was. He’d never get his human out of his system. 

Ios gathered the edges of his t-shirt and quickly pulled 
it over his head, returning to Jamie’s mouth as soon as he 
could. His fingers began unbuttoning the gray dress shirt 
the human wore, but lost his patience with the little white 
band around his neck. He tugged at it, hearing a ripping 
sound. Frustrated, Jamie pulled from him and began 
working his fingers to the clasps with an exasperated sigh. 

Midway, Jamie paused. 

“T can’t do this.” 

Ios’s heart sank. No, his dick. It was his dick thinking, 
not his heart. And apparently, not his head either, as the 
human was right. This was all kinds of bad. Jamie wasn’t 


ready for the truth. Ios rose, moving to get away from 
Jamie as quickly as possible before his cock overruled his 
head. 

“Yeah, not a good idea.” Dusting off his hands, he 
stood, unable to look at the human as he walked in a large 
circle, trying to get his cock to stop throbbing. Biting the 
inside of his lip, he started reciting the reasons why this 
was a bad thing in his head. By the time he had repeated 
them all thrice, his erection had barely let up and he 
realized his reasons were asinine. 

“So remind me, why shouldn’t we do this?” 

Jamie looked up at him, disappointment showing in his 
hazel eyes. “There are too many to count.” 

“You can’t even put it into words. If you can’t give me 
one legitimate reason why this is wrong, then maybe it’s 
right.” 

“You won't tell me what you are.” 

“Does it really matter that much to you? I think I’ve 
shown you I don’t have evil intent.” 

“Rule number one. Trust no one. How can I begin to 
trust you even a little if you aren’t honest with me?” 

He shoots, he scores. Point one for Jamie. Deflect, 
deflect! “What’s rule number two?” 

“Always stay on guard, ready for attack.” 

“How many rules are there?” 

“Three.” 

“What’s the third?” 

“Always remember rule number one.” 

Ios didn’t want to hold anything back from Jamie. But 
he knew it would be explosive, enough that the male may 
never speak to him again. And he wanted what little bit of 
time they had. No matter how masochistic it was. He could 
potentially be tortured by this for the rest of his very long 
life for the little taste he begged the human for. 

“Since you’re still unable to answer my one question, 
how about we get down to business?” Jamie re-buttoned his 
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shirt and looked at him hopefully. 

It was easier to just let it go - for now. “Let’s work on 
your ability to block and deflect attacks on your mind. Did 
you feel the sensation when I pressed to get more details?” 
He put his shirt back on and waited for the human to nod 
his assent. “Good. When you feel that awareness, you need 
to do everything in your power to blank out your mind and 
think about a place from your past where you loved being.” 

“That’s a very short non-list.” 

“Non-list?” 

“Wow, should I pick the orphanage, the streets, or the 
seminary?” 

“Well—” Ios’s heart broke at the thought the human 
had no place to call his own. Ios had known he’d lived on 
the streets, but something inside him had hoped that at 
some point in his life he’d had somewhere that had been 
his haven. “Then think of a person you loved.” 

“Another short list.” Jamie looked out to the triple 
moons, a faraway look on his face. “But there was one.” 

Jealousy flared slightly in Ios. “Your mother? Father?” 

“Ryan.” 

Ios’s fists clenched at the sound of the name. “A 
sibling?” 

“I have no family. That I know of, anyway. Ryan was my 
best friend at the orphanage. My only friend, really.” 

Ios couldn’t help himself. He pushed into Jamie’s mind 
to ensure the two had only been friends. What he saw only 
fueled his envy. 

“Get out of my head!” 

Ios immediately saw the fields of Valenci as the last 
syllable slipped from Jamie’s mouth. “He was handsome. 
You idolized him.” 

“He was the only friend I had, and he stopped the 
beatings I got from the bigger guys. Plus, he was good at 
everything. Everyone loved him.” 

“Yet you never desired him?” 


“No, not like that.” The words were said almost as if 
being “like that” was distasteful. 

“Is it so wrong to desire me?” 

“Is it always about you?” Jamie sighed, bringing his 
fingers to the bridge of his nose and pinching. “Look, I was 
beaten for years and called a faggot. I’m sorry I’m a little 
defensive about the subject.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with how we feel. Or what we 
want.” 

“There is no ‘we’. Drop it.” Jamie growled and 
stretched his arms over his head, his whole body radiating 
tension. “Ryan was gay. I didn’t care. He accepted me for 
being different, and I accepted him for liking boys.” 

“Different?” 

“I was small for a teen. I wasn’t into girls. It made me 
a target.” 

“So you’ve always known you were gay?” 

“I’m not gay!” A hand shot through his short hair. “At 
least I wasn’t. Who the hell knows what I am now. But in 
school, I wasn’t interested in anyone. You saw in my head. I 
had absolutely no interest in - anyone.” 

“So your best friend was gay, but you can’t accept it in 
yourself?” 

Jamie roared. “Why do you have to be such an asshole? 
That’s not what I meant! In the space of two days, I 
suddenly have powers exponentially greater than anything 
I’ve ever known as well as my first hard-on. And it happens 
to be for another man. Male. Being. Whatever the fuck you 
are. Forgive me for being a little confused and unsure of 
anything I’m doing. You, constantly pushing me, aren’t 
making it any easier.” 

“Point, taken.” Ios relaxed a little, knowing that Jamie 
was right, but also knew it was near to impossible for him 
not to push, at least a little. It was his nature. He wasn’t 
going to stop trying to get what he wanted. 

“Can we get back to the matter at hand?” 


“Fine. Is Ryan still alive?” 

“What does it matter?” 

Ios wanted to smack the smirk from his face. That or 
kiss it away. “If you imagine him and a demon sees the 
image, his life could be in jeopardy. He’s a potential 
weakness.” And I’m jealous. 

“No. No, he was Amoz’s victim years ago. The first soul 
I collected.” 

“So he’s within you now?” The green-eyed monster 
reared its head once more. Ios felt his chest puff out in 
anger but was helpless to stop it. 

“Yes.” Jamie smiled evilly. He’d noticed Ios’s reaction 
and seemed to like baiting him with his answer. “I talk to 
him every single day. You should hear the things he says 
about you.” 

Ios couldn’t let the human’s words get under his skin. 
He couldn’t imagine how close Jamie was to his friend, a 
friend he carried within his very soul. los was incredibly 
envious. He wanted to be that close to Jamie. To know his 
very thoughts, feelings. Could he ever get into his head, 
when there was someone there to potentially block his 
way? 

“Fine. Imagine Ryan each time someone tries to steal 
inside your mind, and nothing else. Clear everything else 
out. Ready yourself, I’m going to push.” 

Jamie took a deep breath and planted his feet. Ios 
reached out, probing into Jamie. All he came up with was 
the handsome face of the boy everyone loved, including his 
human. 

“Good. Now you need to figure out how to do that 
while you’re fighting. Do whatever it is you do to generate 
your power and attack me.” 

“I don’t want to hurt you.” Jamie looked earnest. 

“You won't.” 

“Confident, much?” Jamie rolled his eyes and began to 
pull power into his hands. 


“Very.” Turning his hand out to do his best Bruce Lee, 
he instructed Jamie to attack, his fingers waving him 
forward. “Come at me, bro.” 

Jamie smirked again and then surged forward, 
throwing a very pale light in his direction. It glanced off 
Ios’s chest, shooting up into the sky as he began to run in 
Jamie’s direction. Jamie shot him with a slightly stronger 
beam that deflected itself immediately. 

Another blast and Ios rolled to the left to avoid. “I read 
your mind and eyes, and knew what was coming. Work 
harder! And stop pulling punches.” 

Ios grabbed Jamie and put him into a headlock, pulling 
his body in close enough for him to be able to sniff his hair. 
Lifting his weight easily into the air, he pulled the human 
up so their heads were nearly level. 

“I can imagine bending you over right now and taking 
that sweet ass of yours.” Ios couldn’t resist whispering a 
few sweet nothings into his ear, the fight a perfect excuse 
to say truths he knew the human wasn’t ready to hear. He 
also rubbed his erect cock along Jamie’s ass for effect. 
When Jamie didn’t block his mind, he pushed him further. 
“Fight me off and block your mind, dammit!” 

Ios saw the face of his beloved friend flickering against 
images of Ios atop him, erect and moving against his body. 
The sight made his eyes roll back in his head with need. 
But this was a lesson in defense, not seduction. “Block your 
bloody mind!” 

Ryan’s image strengthened, but faded again, as scenes 
of Jamie’s mouth running down his cock came on strong. 
Ios’s whole body shuddered and his cock grew thick again. 
An elbow to the abs had him grunting and loosening his 
grip. A quick heel to the instep and suddenly Ios was 
flipped over his head and had his back on the ground. 

“If you’re going to fight dirty, I can too.” Jamie stood 
over him, looking down at his prone form. 

Ios groaned. “How did I fight dirty?” 


“Rubbing against me, trying to make me lose focus.” 

“Do you think the demons that attack you are going to 
let you get your bearings?” 

“They won’t make me lose focus.” 

“Oh, and how do you know that?” 

“Because it’s you! I can’t think straight when you’re 
around.” Jamie turned to face the other direction, kicking a 
stand of grass to release some aggression. “How did you 
deflect my light?” 

“Your light only affects those which are evil.” 

Jamie turned slightly, his profile against the dark blue 
of the sky breathtaking. “So you’re trying to tell me you’re 
good?” 

“Aren’t most of us a balance of both?” 

“And you lean towards good and that’s why I can’t hurt 
you? Bullshit.” 

“You believe what you want but ask yourself, why 
would the weapon for good be able to destroy the good 
around it?” 

Jamie looked at him, no response coming to his lips. 
After a weighted pause, he finally asked the million-dollar 
question - again. “What are you?” 

“You won't let it up, will you?” 

“No.” 

“I’m Ios, second son to Greme, from Kallypso. Home of 
the Air Demons.” 


Chapter Five 


“You’re a demon?” Jamie felt the lead weight drop in 
his stomach. The thing he hated most, fought against on a 
daily basis, had nearly become his first lover. It couldn’t be 
true. It just couldn’t be. He’d not sensed evil. Besides the 
eye shift, los looked human. Where were the red skin, the 
horns, the animalistic behavior? 

“There are many different Demon Nations, and yes, 
there are some who are evil. My race is not.” 

“A demon is a demon.” Jamie’s head was spinning. 

“So, there’s only black and white, nothing in between? 
But, then again, it’s always been that way with humans.” 
Ios ran a wide palm through his hair, walking in a semi- 
circle, anger apparent in the tight set of his shoulders. “It 
amazes me the amount of creativity, the art, the music, the 
writing, that comes from your kind, considering the total 
lack of imagination your race has.” 

“A good demon? I’m supposed to believe that?” 

“Are humans wholly good or wholly evil? What you’re 
doing now equates to me saying you’re evil because of your 
serial killers. There were rogue demons that sided with the 
Fallen and chose to lead a very different life in the Hell 
dimension. The ones of the Fire Nation are not much better. 
Those are the ones I hunt, the same as you.” 

“T’ve been taught your kind are evil my entire life. It’s 
woven into the fabric of my being. Amoz—” 

“Amoz is nothing like me! Don’t even attempt to group 
me with his kind.” Ios’s eyes turned black, the light from 
the moons shining against the onyx color. “You and I hunt 
the same beasts.” 

“This is too much—” Jamie held up his hands, his head 
still spinning, the taste of bile coming to the back of his 
throat. 

“Instead of opening your eyes, it was easier to classify 
our people. This is the reason we don’t tell humans who we 


are. This is the reason I kept it from you.” 

Jamie stood frozen to the ground, unsure of what to 
say. Like he needed this added to his already 
overcomplicated life. All the chaos surrounding him was 
centered on one man. No, demon, not man. His chest ached 
at the thought. Even though he’d stopped him so many 
times, told him it wasn’t right, he’d just as equally dreamed 
of more. He wanted to feel an intimate connection to one 
other being, to get lost in the abandon if only for a moment 
or two. And he’d wanted that with Ios even though he’d 
fought the rising need within him. 

He sensed truth in the words that came out of Ios’s 
mouth. The voices even told him that Ios wasn’t lying to 
him. But rule number one kept repeating itself over and 
over again in his head, making him want to scream in 
frustration. And the damned voices. They suddenly began 
to roar in his head, making conscious thought near to 
impossible. 

The one person he thought he could eventually learn 
to trust was his sworn enemy. He felt numb all over as well 
as the need to flee, to escape the stresses of the situation. 
He’d reached his limit. He couldn’t stand the sight of Ios at 
the moment. 

Turning, he began walking. His mind was so jumbled 
that thoughts of how to get back to Earth just didn’t enter 
into his head. This place was beautiful, peaceful. Perhaps 
I'll just stay here where there is no need for a Soul 
Collector. Run away from it all. 

All the voices in his head began screaming at once and 
he clapped his hands over his ears as he walked through 
the tall grasses. They quickly died down and he lowered his 
arms, sensing an urgency to go...somewhere. 

There was a forest and mountains in the far distance. 
Something unknown pulled him in that direction. He 
needed time for everything that had been thrust upon him 
over the past couple of days to have time to sort out in his 


brain. A moment to breathe. A moment to think. And that 
just wasn’t something he could do when Ios was around. 

“Where are you going?” 

Jamie heard Ios calling after him, but just kept walking 
through the high grasses, the blades cutting into his hands 
slightly as he picked up the pace. He was positive that he 
sensed los follow after him, which only made him walk even 
faster. 

Once he reached the edges of the forest, alien sounds 
drifted down. Shivering slightly, he pressed forward, not 
caring what it was he encountered, as it couldn’t be worse 
than anything he’d dealt with recently. The ability to 
mindlessly protect himself might be the welcome answer to 
the anger boiling in him. Thick trees with gnarling roots 
that hovered slightly above the ground before piercing the 
inky black soil looked more like intricately clawed fingers 
versus the basis for life support for the vegetation. The 
leaves were hued much like the grasses he’d waded 
through to get here. 

The further he walked into the wood, the darker it 
became. Light from the tri-moons still drifted through the 
canopy, but there were fewer and fewer spots for 
illumination to pierce. Silence began to become oppressive, 
and the sounds that had originally broadcast before he 
entered were eerily quiet, as though any creatures who 
dwelled here watched him. 

He occasionally heard a crack or a footfall. Ios 
followed behind him and he wished that the demon would 
stop. He needed distance and Ios seemed incapable of 
giving him that. Frustrated, he ducked through a bush. 
Landing on what appeared to be a road, he wondered if 
there were towns on this plane. The question burned on his 
tongue. He wanted to turn and ask his unwelcomed 
companion, but he refused to acknowledge his presence. 

But the road went somewhere. Marks that appeared to 
be wagon wheels were fresh in the damp earth. Standing in 


the middle of the path, he wasn’t sure which way to go. The 
something that had been calling him pulled again and he 
started on, heading closer to the mountains. As he walked 
further, the forest opened up some, the terrain becoming 
rockier on both sides of the road. The mountain was made 
of what looked to be white quartz. It was slightly iridescent 
and twinkled in the light from the moons. 

After what felt like at least an hour, he came to the 
first set of jutting cliffs. The sheer rock face had a tunnel 
cut into it and the road continued through it. Jamie wasn’t 
sure if he should proceed, but whatever it was at the other 
end of the tunnel still called to him. He paused, unsure of 
where he was going. Torches lined the walls of the 
entrance and from the soft glow that he could see 
emanating inside, they apparently continued on. Is it safe 
to continue? 

For the first time in two hours, he appreciated Ios 
behind him. 

And what did that say? If I truly felt he was evil, why 
would I want him to stand at my back? Jamie had spent the 
trip to this point allowing his mind to wander, the fresh air 
and beautiful scenery around him helping to wear down his 
anger and anxiety. 

But he didn’t know what to say to Ios. And he had no 
clue where his strange attraction for the demon would lead 
him or if it was even the right path to go down. Just like the 
one before him. His gut told him to put one foot before the 
other, but his mind screamed that it could be a trap. It 
paralleled his feelings for the male at his back. 

Moving again, Jamie walked through the entrance, a 
cold draft swirling down the road. He passed torch after 
torch built into the white walls of the rock face and midway 
through the dirt road switched to a midnight blue 
cobblestone, nearly the same color as the sky. A curve in 
the tunnel gave him pause. He slowly rounded it and saw 
the end, light pouring into the space from the outside. 


Past the exit, he was positive he saw a town of some 
sort. Fear coursed through him. What if they weren’t 
friendly? Of course, Ios would warn him if he were walking 
into a trap. Wouldn’t he? 

His feet began moving, pushing him out the other end 
and his eyes rounded. He felt like he was walking into an 
old German village. A wide street with a beautiful fountain 
in the center of the intersection ahead flowed heavily. 
Shops lined the street, all ornately decorated resembling 
gingerbread houses like the ones in a Grimm fairy tale. A 
blue-green hill rose in the distance, houses peppering the 
landscape. A white-stoned castle stood proudly on the next 
rise of mountain, elegantly looking down on the village it 
protected. He stopped to take it all in, a few steps outside 
the tunnel. 

It was lovely, tranquil. He hoped to find help there. 

A woman and her child exited a shop, their eyes 
growing wide as they saw him. They paused, gazing at him 
as if he’d grown another head. Although they looked 
human, perhaps from another century, dread grew in his 
stomach. It soon calmed as they backed away some as if in 
fear. Not that he wanted to frighten them, but panic was 
better than aggression. He lifted his hands, trying to show 
he didn’t want to harm them. The chubby-cheeked boy 
looked up at his mother and asked a question in a tongue 
he didn’t know. But it sounded familiar. 

More of the beings stepped out into the street as they 
noticed him. Many soon surrounded him as they curiously 
looked him over. None attempted to harm him in any way. 

“I’m stuck here and need some assistance.” 

The townsfolk looked to one another as if they didn’t 
understand what he said. 

“Does anyone here speak Human English?” 

“I do.” Jamie looked to his right to see a man in an 
apron leaning in the doorway of what appeared to be a 
tavern. “Come, grab a meal and a drink, traveler.” 


Looking behind him, he saw Ios standing in the 
shadows of the exit. The heat of his eyes bore holes in his 
back. Jamie turned back and walked into the bar. 
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Ios gritted his teeth as he watched Jamie walk through 
the door. How he’d found this place, he’d never know. And 
the cavern had opened for him, allowed him to pass 
through as if he was a full-fledged resident. Anyone else 
who’d come to that tunnel would not have seen anything 
but a sheer cliff of solid rock, and felt only that as well. Ios 
scowled, perplexed. 

Opening the door to the tavern, he walked through 
and moved past Jamie’s table. Slowly. The human ignored 
him as he passed and Ios clenched his hands, claws digging 
into his palms. Livid, he sat down amidst the whispers his 
presence had caused. The residents in the bar were not 
sure which figure was more interesting - the human or the 
seething demon in the corner. He ordered ale from the 
nervous barmaid and then continued to watch the back of 
Jamie’s head. 

He wanted to rail at the human, scream at him for the 
injustice of it all. But he knew there was nothing he could 
say that would make any of it better. Following him had 
been bad enough, but it wasn’t like he could leave Jamie to 
travel through this plane alone, not knowing the dangers 
that could reach him. And it wasn’t like he’d never watched 
out for the man before. Only this time, there was no reason 
to be stealthy. But leave it to him to have found the safest 
spot on Valenci. 

The barkeep laid a plate of food and a mug of ale 
before Jamie and left him to it. Ios drank and inwardly 
boiled. He was angry about their argument, but even 
angrier that he was still hard as a rock, too. There was no 
way he should still find the man so incredibly tempting 
after the ugliness between them. He wanted to wash his 
hands of the whole situation. But he knew there was no 


way that would happen. No matter how angry he was, he 
could never turn away from the human. 

Jamie stood, grasping his plate and tankard. Ios 
tensed, awaiting what the human would do. He about-faced 
and began walking toward Ios’s table. He dropped his food 
and drink and then took a seat. 

“Did you enjoy following me?” Jamie took a bite of 
braised haricote, a rabbit-like creature that lived in the 
forests they’d walked through. The human sighed in 
delight, seeming to be amazed the food was tasty. 

Ios watched as Jamie chewed, focusing on his lips. A 
small smear of the sauce coated the curve and he wanted 
to lean in and lick it away. “What are you playing at now?” 

“Will you continue to follow me, wherever it is I go? 
There are laws that prohibit stalking.” 

“Not on this plane.” 

“The hope is to find someone here to take me home to 
my own. Without you.” 

“No one here will be able to help you. And all you had 
to do was ask me.” 

“I won’t ask a demon for help.” 

“Then you’re in for a rude awakening.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“This is Kallypso, my village. Everyone in this room is 
a demon.” 

Jamie choked on the bite of food and brought a napkin 
to his mouth. His eyes grew wide as he surveyed the room. 
“All—?” 

“Yes, they’re all demons, including the child that first 
saw you. He looked so evil, didn’t he?” 

Jamie’s response was shut off by the door swinging 
open and three guards walking in. The trio marched to 
their table and circled it. The leader gave Ios a firm stare 
before looking to the human. 

“You are both summoned to the castle, by order of the 
queen.” 


Chapter Six 


Jamie felt like he’d been called to Mother Superior’s 
office. Reverting into his childhood for a moment, his 
thoughts made him drift back to the day Ryan died. And it 
renewed his anger toward demons. 

Today, he’d meet the Demon Queen. 

Ios had stood from the table when the summons had 
come, nodding his head to Jamie that he needed to go. 
Jamie shouldn’t have gone blindly here, allowing his trust 
of Ios to lead him straight into a potential trap. Rule 
number one, thrown right out the window yet again with 
this male. But Jamie couldn’t shake the innate sense of 
trust he felt when he was near Ios. They were now standing 
in a sitting room of some kind, waiting for her Royal 
Majesty herself. He was more nervous now than he thought 
he’d ever been. 

“Can I ask you a question?” 

Jamie turned to look at Ios, his eyebrow raised. 

“Amoz. What did you see when you looked at him?” 

“Huge, red skin. Horns. The Hollywood version of what 
humans think a demon looks like, I suppose.” 

“Do you see that when you look at me?” 

Jamie paused. He’d always been able to see the “real” 
demon, under the human projection. Before he could 
answer, the queen saved him as she whisked into the room. 
Slender and regal-looking, her features were graceful, 
aristocratic. Her long hair was twisted intricately around 
her face and threaded through her golden crown and the 
gown of midnight blue she wore looked like the finest silk. 
Diamonds glittered all over the fabric, shimmering as she 
walked. She had something familiar about her, but Jamie 
couldn’t put his finger on it. 

“So, this is the Soul Collector?” Her voice was firm, 
demanding an answer from no one in particular. 


“Yes, Your Highness.” Ios answered her and then eyed 
him. 

“I was expecting a woman.” 

Jamie held on to the chuckle that threatened to boil. 

“You look amused. Why?” A delicate brow rose as she 
looked at Jamie. 

“Why were you expecting me to be female?” 

“Because you are the prophesied mate to my son. Not 
that I care one way or another, but I had always seen him 
eventually settling down with a female.” 

Jamie choked. As if he needed another shot of new 
reality. “Mate?” 

“He hasn’t told you?” The queen pointed to Ios. 

“No. No, he didn’t tell me any of this. What prophecy?” 

“My second son would mate the Soul Collector. The 
Soul Collector who would raise an army against Hell’s 
Demons and save our home.” 

“An army?” 

“Of Soul Collectors.” 

Jamie eyed Ios, who watched the floor intently. 

“T think you have the wrong human.” 

“Indeed?” Her thin eyebrow rose so high he expected 
it to move off her forehead at any second. “You suggest that 
I am - wrong? How interesting.” 

Jamie swallowed and saw Ios bring his hands to his 
face from the corner of his eye. Had he just made the worst 
faux pas possible? Regardless, she had the situation all 
twisted. There was no way he was some prince’s mate, nor 
would he be leading an army into battle. It just wasn’t his 
style. Hand-to-hand, human-to-demon combat was his 
thing. Not playing the hero for a castle full of demons. 

The queen turned to Ios. “What insolence. I do hope 
you can break him of this and soon.” 

Break him? Was that Ios’s role in all this, to break him 
in for the Prince of Demons? His eyes sought Ios’s, anger 
rolling through him in waves. 


“I don’t break easily.” 

The queen whirled around to face him once more, 
indignation etched into the fine lines around her eyes and 
mouth. “Ios, claim him soon and get him under your control 
or I may need to throw him in my dungeons. Do I make 
myself clear?” 

The queen’s appraisal never left Jamie’s face as she 
waited for Ios’s response. 

“Yes, Mother.” 
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Jamie’s eyes moved to Ios’s and he felt the stunned 
anger all the way across the room. Would he never win? 
Every single time he felt he’d made some inroads with the 
human, another wrench was thrown in their way. This time, 
his mother had to pull out all the royal stops and decree the 
prophecy was standing in her sitting room. Jamie had 
learned enough bad news in the past few days. He would 
be lucky to recover from it all. 

As his mother strolled regally from the room, they 
were left alone, Jamie’s rage swirling like a thick fog 
around him, choking the breath from his lungs. The last 
thing he ever wanted to do was to hurt the human. He’d 
thought he could deny his feelings at first, but the initial 
moment he’d been in Jamie’s presence, he knew he was 
lost. And he also knew that the man would struggle to 
accept him for what he was, if he could at all. 

“A prophecy? Why didn’t you tell me? Another lie of 
omission?” 

“You weren’t ready. Still aren’t. I shouldn’t have even 
told you what I was. You weren’t ready for that either.” 

“Like I’d ever be ready for the fact you’re a demon. Or 
the fact that you’re the Prince of Demons. Should I be 
bowing before you now, Your Highness?” Jamie ran a 
trembling hand through his hair. “So lay it out for me. 
What’s else is in this prophecy?” 


“We've been at war with the demons that went to the 
underworld for eons. They don’t just attack humans, but 
other demons as well, and they’re much more open and 
ruthless about the attacks on their own species. They want 
to rule our dimension, as well as the other demon realms. If 
that were to happen, both our races would falter. Once they 
took over the Demon planes and enslaved us, Earth would 
be next. Your kind could be turned, if they had the power of 
the other dimensions behind them.” 

“And how do I fit into this?” 

“Our clerics wrote over a millennia ago that there 
would be a Soul Collector of such power that he would 
band others of his kind together for the first time in history, 
growing an army to stand alongside ours to defeat the 
Demon Horde.” 

“How do you fit into it?” 

“As my mother said. It was also said her son would find 
the one and mate with him. That he’d know the Soul 
Collector at first glance was his.” 

“She was expecting a female. Perhaps I’m not the 
one.” 

“The clerics never denoted a sex. What she expected 
means nothing.” 

“So did you?” 

“Did I?” 

“Know I was yours the moment you saw me?” Jamie 
pinned him with a look of lust he’d never quite seen flash 
on the man’s face before. 

Mine. Ios’s felt the rush of need spiral through him 
with such force that it nearly took him to his knees. His 
cock thickened and he felt his balls tighten. His whispered 
“Yes...” floated on the air, his body trembling with the hard- 
won control to stand in place and not cross the room and 
force the human to the floor under him. 

“I don’t know that I believe in fated lovers, 
predetermined to find one another.” 


“I’m not asking you to believe in anything.” Ios 
believed enough for the both of them. 

“T will admit, there is something...” 

Something? “What?” He needed Jamie to say it, that 
he wanted Ios. Needed Ios. 

Jamie’s face flamed and he glanced down, apparently 
unable to put the emotions he felt into words. 

Fuck it. Control is overrated. 

Ios stomped across the small space, grasped Jamie’s 
head in his hands and pressed his lips against the 
smoldering heat of the human’s mouth. Swallowing the 
gasp of pleasure, he thrust his tongue into Jamie’s mouth 
and tasted the ale left lingering there, as well as the heat 
and taste of his male. 

When he felt Jamie’s hands spreading across his chest 
and moving down his stomach, he tightened his whole body, 
needing for the hands to venture further south, needing the 
male to show him that he wanted more through his 
exploration. AS warm hands rubbed against his hardened 
cock through his jeans he could have shouted in joy. He 
deepened the kiss, pressing his hips forward, languishing 
in the caress from his male. 

Ripping the shirt open, baring Jamie’s chest, the 
tinkering of buttons hitting the stone floor echoed around 
him. Ios spread his fingers along the hard muscles before 
him. Jamie removed the shirt, dropping it to the floor. The 
material puddled around his feet and Ios wanted more to 
follow. His shaking fingers pulled at the belt buckle Jamie 
wore, and he tugged at the leather, not wanting to remove 
his lips from the human’s. 

Pulling back, he was afraid the moment would be lost 
if he could not keep Jamie in a frenzy. His need was too 
great. He could not be denied this time. Ios would have the 
male now, or he would explode. 

Warm hands steadied his. “Let me.” 


Jamie gazed into his eyes, slowly removing the belt 
and dropping it to the floor. His hands then went to the top 
of his pants and he unbuttoned them. The slow pull of the 
zipper reminded him that he was overclothed as well. Ios 
removed his t-shirt in a flash and kicked off his shoes. By 
the time his pants were gone, Jamie also stood naked. 

His hands ached to touch the male, to explore every 
single inch of flesh he had to offer up for his inspection. 
Jamie was beautiful. Small, firm muscles curved over his 
slim build, his skin nearly unmarred. The wound in his 
chest was no longer visible. 

A small smattering of blond hair started below his 
belly button and thickened as it surrounded his jutting 
cock. Fully erect, it stood proud against his stomach, a 
pearl of fluid shining at the tip of the purple head. Thick 
veins spread along the shaft and Ios’s mouth watered to 
taste the flesh. Dropping to his knees before his human, he 
got a closer look at what the male had to offer. 

A shocked intake of breath came from above, and Ios 
put a hand at Jamie’s waist to steady him. He would not 
back away from this. Ios grasped the root of his human’s 
cock and brought the tip level with his mouth, his tongue 
sneaking out to collect the semen at the crown. Warmth 
spiraled through him at the taste, his eyes rolling back in 
his head at just the small sample of his lover’s flavor. 

He could feel Jamie tremble under his hand, knew that 
his inexperience had not prepared him for this moment, but 
there was nothing he could do. Ios was lost to the pleasure 
and as he engulfed the head in his mouth, he felt Jamie 
struggle to stand with every inch that disappeared down 
his throat. His human put his hands on Ios’s shoulders to 
steady himself and watched intently as Ios began to suck 
his cock, swallowing and releasing slowly at first. 

Jamie’s whole body shook as Ios increased the pace, 
sucking harder as he picked up a higher tempo. The 
human’s fingers moved to his hair, tightening on the 


strands mercilessly as he helped guide his mouth along this 
cock. Ios looked up and saw Jamie lost in the throes, his 
head back, mouth open, sharp pants coming from him as he 
sped ever closer to release. 

Ios reached a hand behind him, seeking Jamie’s rear 
entry. He pressed a finger to the tight rosebud and slowly 
broached the hole, surging further with every thrust of the 
human’s cock in his mouth. As soon as he was embedded 
fully, he felt Jamie jerk in his mouth, cum flooding down his 
throat in shot after shot. Ios drank it deeply, milking the 
man’s cock for every last drop. Releasing the semi-hard 
cock from his lips, he smiled up at Jamie. 

“Sorry I didn’t warn you. It came on so fast.” 

“I wouldn’t have stopped even if you’d warned me.” 
Ios was delighted to have sampled his human’s first orgasm 
- ever. 

Jamie’s cock thickened at the words and his face 
reddened a bit. There would be no time for shame. Ios 
wasn’t yet done with the male. Removing his finger, he 
stood, stealing another deep kiss. He wanted Jamie to taste 
himself on his lips, his tongue. Jamie was quickly 
recovering from his release, and Ios was ready to fill him 
with his cock. 

A door burst open, his mother stalking in once more. 
She recoiled at seeing them both standing there nude, in an 
embrace, and stood frozen to her spot. Recovering quickly, 
she covered her face with an impassive look once more and 
lifted that damned eyebrow. 

“I know I told you to claim him quickly, but I didn’t 
intend on it being in my sitting room. You have a space of 
your own.” 

Jamie was already putting on his pants as Ios glared at 
his mother for the intrusion. Fuck it that it was her room. 
He’d been about to claim his human. He stood there, naked 
and aroused and faced her down. She’d already gotten in 


his way twice today and he was sick of her imperious 
demeanor altogether. Arms akimbo, he stared her down. 

“Cover yourself. Go to your tower. Take the human 
with you.” Her head turned, she regally moved her fingers 
in the same way she’d done since he was young. A 
dismissal. He was tempted to take his lover right there on 
the floor at her feet just to see what she’d do. 

“Yes, Mother.” 


Chapter Seven 


Jamie had never felt such humiliation as being caught 
nude by a man’s mother in the midst of fucking her son. His 
face felt blood red and he saw the appraising looks of 
others as he walked behind a shirtless Ios as they strode 
through the castle. They all appeared to know exactly what 
he was and where they were going. Perhaps if Ios didn’t 
have his shoulders back, pride radiating from his body, and 
the knowing look that he kept turning to face him with as 
he checked that Jamie was following him. 

Shame hit him full force. 

How could something that felt so right when it was 
happening feel so wrong afterwards? Or was this just the 
years of Catholic training running amok in his head? 

Yes. It is. There’s nothing wrong with what you're 
doing. 

Ryan. Jamie closed his eyes as the voice settled 
through him, his muscles instantly relaxing. His friend’s 
voice had long been silent and he was scared that with the 
additional spirits, his friend had been lost to the endless 
sea of souls. Reaching for the pendant, he wrapped one 
hand around it and smiled. J know it isn’t wrong. But I can’t 
shake the sensation. 

You were told your whole life that homosexuality was a 
sin. Is that what you believe now? The disappointment that 
sounded in each syllable of Ryan’s question made him 
embarrassed that his thoughts were so muddled. He closed 
his eyes for a moment, shocked by the strength of his own 
feelings of shame and remorse. 

I don’t have the right to be confused? 

You do. Do you want him? 

Yes. Why lie? Ryan was inside his mind. He’d know an 
untruth for what it was. 

It’s apparent he wants you. Live in the moment. Enjoy 
it. I’m not saying the prophecy and mating thing is true, or 


that you need to surrender your life to him. But take it as 
what it is. Pleasure. You deserve some. 

Jamie smiled to himself, knowing that Ryan was right. 
There was nothing to be ashamed of. His feelings were his 
own and no one else’s. He had every right to feel the way 
he did, and to have the curiosity to explore where this 
went. 

And hold your fucking head high. 

As Ios turned a corner into a long narrow hallway, 
Jamie did something he’d never done before. He openly 
ogled the glorious man before him. Before, he’d caught a 
look here and there, from the corner of his eye. Now, there 
was no reason not to fully enjoy the view. Strong muscles 
moved in his back as he walked. 

His shoulder tattoos flowed mid-way to his back and 
rippled with each step. The design looked to be something 
between tribal and Celtic, rambling curves of black ink that 
made him look all the more the warrior. His strong thighs 
and rounded ass flexed powerfully, a show of graceful 
power. Jamie had never before found another being 
arousing in his entire life. Ios was that and then some. 

Jamie had been lost since the moment he’d first spied 
Ios changing right after their first meeting. His large cock 
had jutted out before him, swinging thickly like a vine ina 
tree. His heavily muscled body was breathtaking, and when 
Ios had turned to face him, he’d seen the most sensually 
beautiful man he’d ever witnessed. Strong brows covered 
the most gorgeous eyes he’d ever gazed upon. A thick 
bottom lip that Jamie wanted to kiss over and over again 
softened the cut angles of his cheek and jaw. Jamie may 
have never been attracted to anyone before, but he’d 
understood beauty and been able to appreciate an 
attractive person when he saw one. He’d just never felt 
inclined to act upon it before Ios. 

Once inside Ios’s quarters with the door closed behind 
them, Jamie felt more at ease. But also less, if that was 


possible. It wasn’t the space he’d convalesced in. This 
space was more...regal...in its décor and far from the 
utilitarian style of the first. But it still felt as comfortable, 
as comfortable as he felt with Ios around. Regardless, it got 
them from the prying eyes of those in the castle. The looks 
and the whispers were on the other side of the door, but 
Ios, and the raw fire that emanated from him, was locked in 
here with Jamie. His whole body was tense, tingling 
everywhere, knowing what would come next. 

His cock had softened some on the walk of shame out 
of the queen’s room. It hardened to steel as he saw Ios 
staring at him, the desire that mirrored his own reflected 
back at him. Fully at attention, his dick throbbed, ready for 
their explorations to continue. Removing his shirt, he 
dropped it to the floor. Ios’s cock bobbed under the heavy 
denim of his jeans. Jamie smiled, reveling in the power he 
seemed to wage over Ios’s body. 

Lowering his pants, he grasped his own shaft in his 
hand and slid his fist down the length and back up as Ios 
watched him. Jamie had never touched himself outside the 
necessities, never in lust or desire. He’d had no reason. 
Now, even his own touch was electrifying, the arcs of 
pleasure sizzling along his skin and through to his spine. 
And the fact that Ios watched, his body tense as he licked 
his lips, only made the touch more erotic. 

Remembering the sensation of Ios’s mouth on him, he 
suddenly wanted to reciprocate, to offer the same pleasure 
that he’d been given. Awkwardly, he stepped forward, a 
war waging in his mind as he wondered if he would do it 
correctly, if he would please a male that seemed quite used 
to giving and receiving pleasure. The only thing he could do 
was to try. 

Lowering himself to the floor before Ios, he reached up 
to the zipper that strained across the front of his jeans. The 
relived sigh that followed the sound of the teeth opening 
was sensual and flowed over Jamie’s already overheated 


skin. How unusual that a voice could be so sensual, so 
suggestive. Was this what it was like for others? Every 
action, reaction, was new and he questioned everything he 
felt and sensed. 

He liked the rippling baritone of Ios’s voice, loved the 
way it made him feel. He also loved the way this male made 
him feel, remembering the sensation of his mouth wrapped 
tightly around him as he flew over the edge of reason. He 
wanted Ios to fly over with him. If he could get through it 
without being awkward and clumsy. 

Grasping the base, he rubbed his fist along the length 
to the tip and back again, reveling in the satiny feel of the 
skin. His own cock had felt much the same, although Ios 
was much thicker and longer than he. A drop of liquid 
eased out of the head as he slid back up to the tip for a 
second time, and following Ios’s example, he reached down 
and swiped the cum with his tongue. 

The sweetly salty taste exploded on his taste buds and 
he closed his eyes to the experience. He wanted more, and 
knew he’d have to push Ios over the edge to get it. 
Wrapping his tongue over the bulbous end, he took a length 
into his mouth and suckled it like he’d felt Ios do to him. 
Groans of pleasure met his ears, giving him the courage to 
work more vigorously over his cock. He picked up a quicker 
tempo, working over Ios’s shaft. 

Ios trembled under his touch, his whole body vibrating 
with need. It empowered Jamie to have pulled such a 
reaction from him, an experienced male. It also let him 
know that his actions were pleasuring his lover. So far, 
there was nothing clumsy or awkward about the 
experience. The demon swelled in his mouth and Jamie felt 
fingers running through his hair, pulling his head closer. 
Ios’s hips began to slowly roll, the jutting hip bones moving 
sensuously. Jamie felt his own cock swell further at the 
small act of control. 


Reaching around to grasp Ios’s firm ass, the two 
worked together to feed Ios’s cock into Jamie’s hungry 
mouth. Jamie was lost in the pleasure, his eyes closing to 
the sensations he was feeling. It was all so overwhelming. 

“I’m about to come.” Ios’s voice was a low growl. It 
had almost come to the point of being animalistic. 

Jamie understood the warning for what it was, but 
didn’t want to release his lover’s cock. He wanted to taste 
Ios’s seed, just as Ios had done for him. The experience 
wouldn’t be stolen from him. He suckled Ios deeper, harder, 
hollowing his cheeks further. 

Ios’s low growl was accompanied by a whole body 
quake just before the first rope of cum shot from the tip. 
Jamie swallowed deeply, trying to take it all in as it quickly 
filled his mouth. Unable to contain it all, he felt some 
dribble out of his mouth and down his chin, a few drops 
falling to his chest. The taste was slightly salty, slightly 
sweet, not at all what he was expecting, but delightfully 
naughty all the same. 

He opened his eyes to look up to his lover as he let the 
semi-hard cock slip from his mouth. Ios reached down and 
swiped through the spent seed on his chin. Jamie smiled up 
to him, but saw the blackened eyes as well as a full set of 
fawn-colored horns protruding from lIos’s skull. Backing 
away quickly, he sat thunderstruck on the floor. The demon 
was turning? He couldn’t watch this, couldn’t see it. It 
brought back too many painful memories. 

And reminded him he’d just had sex with the enemy. 
Talk about the rulebook being thrown out the window. 

Ios’s eyes, even while completely black, still showed a 
sense of remorse when Jamie fled him. When he opened his 
mouth to speak, Jamie also saw a set of fangs the likes of 
which Dracula would be proud. “I’m not going to apologize 
for what I am anymore. I can’t continue to beg you to see 
me for what I really am.” 


“You asked me what I saw in you just before your 
mother entered her parlor. Well, what I see right now is a 
male with...fucking horns and sharp fangs. Just like the 
myriad demons I’ve killed over the years.” 

“Yes, I have horns, fangs, and my eyes grow black. 
They all come out when I’m highly emotional. I get larger 
when I’m about to fight. I drink blood on occasion, but only 
that of my mate. But that is all I share with the beasts you 
kill on a regular basis.” Ios growled, his shoulders tensing 
with anger. “I know you sense I wouldn’t hurt you. But you 
won’t even listen to yourself. How in the hell do I have a 
chance to change your mind if you can’t even trust your 
own instincts?” 

“Bite me?” He tried not to let the waves of desire at 
the thought crash over him, part of him sickened by his 
reaction to Ios’s words. “Drink my blood? Are you a 
vampire, too?” 

“The vampires are a dirty lot, don’t lump me in with 
them. For our kind, it is a shared experience. Not to 
survive, but to connect with my lover and yes, I will want 
yours. I will mark your neck with my bite so that all will 
know you’re mine, claiming you forevermore.” 

Jamie could only stare at Ios, seeing him in a new 
light. This wasn’t just a sexual satisfaction as he’d intended 
it to be. Ios wanted everything. He realized the prophecy 
hovered over them, but Jamie was just testing the waters, 
not giving himself over to a predestined fate. “I don’t agree 
to any biting. And I’m not ready to give you my forever.” 

“T will take what I can get. For now. If there is a 
promise that you will open that closed mind of yours.” 

Jamie looked him over, sensing that the words he said 
were sincere. Ios wasn’t good at patience. He’d proven that 
over and over. “How do you expect me to change my whole 
mindset overnight? A few days ago, I had no idea that there 
could be benign demons.” 


“Could be? You still don’t completely believe me, do 
you?” 

“Demons are known for their trickery. Rule...” 

“.,.number one. Yeah, you know where you can stick 
those rules, right? You want to trust me so bad it’s killing 
you. I can see it in your eyes. You know in that thick head 
of yours you can, but you won’t listen. So, fine, be 
unyielding. I’m tired of fighting it already.” 

“Trust isn’t built in a day. It’s proven. Over time. Don’t 
give me this bullshit about trusting you. You’ve got to earn 
it.” 

Ios watched him, the black slowly draining from his 
eyes. The horns grew smaller, too, almost imperceptible 
under his sex-mussed hair. Jamie felt like he was under a 
microscope and wanted to squirm under the scrutiny. He 
wanted to grab his clothes to cover himself, to put a layer 
of protection between himself and the male across from 
him. But he stood his ground instead, knowing he had to 
stand up to him or get steamrolled. 

“You’re right. Of course. I can’t be helped when I see 
something I want. I go after it. With a vengeance. I don’t 
like to be told no.” Ios’s low words rumbled through Jamie’s 
whole body, his cock bobbing before him. The demon’s eyes 
dropped to it and began to grow dark again, and his cock 
thickened, pointing at Jamie. 

Jamie’s whole body trembled in need. 

A blast from outside shook the entire castle, and 
various items crashed to the floor around them. Ios quickly 
grabbed his jeans and threw them on as Jamie grasped the 
bedpost to remain upright as another crash shook the 
castle. 

Ios rushed to a window, opening the shutters to look 
outside. Jamie pulled on his pants and moved behind him 
just as another blast and violent shake rocked him nearly 
off his feet. He grasped Ios about the waist to right himself 
and looked over the demon’s shoulder at the view. The heat 


of Ios’s body made him want to step closer. He already felt 
protected standing behind him, a sensation he was starving 
for. And hated himself for loving. 

The castle was under siege. The queen’s soldiers ran 
to the ramparts and began firing balls of electricity that 
appeared to form in their hands at a massive group of what 
seemed to be the Hell Demons Ios had described. They 
were the monsters that Jamie killed every night on Earth, 
reddened beasts with massive black horns. There had to be 
at least a thousand of them, if not more. A huge ball of fire 
flew through the air and hit the castle full force, the walls 
shaking once more. 

“What is this?” 

“Hell Demons are attacking.” Ios closed the shutters 
and began collecting armor and weapons from his room. 
“Stay here, I’ll be back.” 

“I battle these beasts every night. I’m not going to stay 
in your room like a little girl, hiding under the covers. I’m 
going to fight, too.” 

“You’re used to hand-to-hand combat, not general 
warfare. This is what I do. Stay inside.” Ios had sat to put 
on his boots before throwing on a mesh shirt and a chest 
plate. 

“The fuck I am.” Jamie watched as Ios collected his 
weapons and ran from the room. Putting on his own shoes 
and shirt, he rushed to follow Ios out to the battle. 


Chapter Eight 


Ios ran into the fray, reaching the top of the ramparts 
and looking down into the enemy. The Demon Horde was at 
his castle gates. He collected a ball of sonic energy into his 
hand and shot at a demon scaling the walls close to him. 
Filthy scum would not be entering his home if he had 
anything to say about it. Another fireball was lofted at the 
wall, the parapets shaking under the attack. 

Ios could see the massive trebuchet in the distance 
and knew he needed to take it down before it did any more 
damage. Even now, there were demons filling it with 
another large fireball. He gathered energy in his hands and 
cast it at the demons working the machine. As quickly as he 
felled one, another immediately took its place. Focusing his 
vigor toward the machine itself, he began to thrust his 
hands out, the trebuchet the target. 

After releasing his third attack on the contraption, he 
felt a slice in his side. Looking over his shoulder, he saw 
that a Hell Demon had broached the walls and killed 
several soldiers in his path. He was coming straight for Ios. 
Before he could turn and fight, a bright light burst into the 
demon and ruptured him from inside, his body exploding 
into miniscule pieces. Incredulous, Ios stood there a 
moment, looking at the fragments of the beast that had just 
been. 

“No need for hand-to-hand combat, hmm?” 

Ios didn’t even want to turn around, to acknowledge 
that Jamie had just saved him after being told to stay put. 
There would be no eating crow, at least for now, as another 
demon rose over the rampart. Both of them attacked at 
once, their powers overlapping as they struck, a large 
crack shaking the walls as the beast exploded. The walls 
shook a second time as a fireball hit the castle yet again. 

Ios turned to Jamie. “The trebuchet! We need to 
destroy it. Do you think your power can reach?” 


“T can try.” 

Both men ran closer to the wall and focused their 
power on the device. Ios sped a sonic ball crashing into the 
side, but Jamie’s shot fell short. Remembering the crack as 
their powers had overlaid, Ios embraced Jamie, the 
human’s back to his front. 

“What are you doing?” The skeptical sound to Jamie’s 
voice almost made Ios want to chuckle. But this was no 
time for laughter. 

“Focus your energy. Mix it with mine again.” 

Jamie began to gather his white light as Ios collected 
his sonic energy. He wasn’t sure it would work, but it was 
their only chance. Ios’s power wasn’t as strong as Jamie’s, 
but it could reach further. Together, perhaps it would work. 
Ios brought his hands over Jamie’s and the energy melded 
into one entity. As they released it, Ios felt the human tense 
in his arms, holding his breath in wait. 

When the mass hit the trebuchet and it exploded into a 
million pieces, Jamie let out a yelp and relaxed into Ios’s 
arms. For only a second. The human immediately stiffened 
and moved from him. Ios mourned the loss for half a second 
and then jumped back into the battle around him. From the 
corner of his eye, he saw Jamie move to another crenellated 
spot and begin to shoot his light down the wall. 

Pride filled him seeing his human stand beside them 
all, fighting the menace together. But it was just one battle. 
One battle did not a prophecy make. 

A loud growl emanated from the ground below them. A 
chant began to ripple through the Demon Horde and Ios 
braced himself for an onslaught of something new. Had the 
Demon Horde begun to use the mystics of old? As he 
listened to the words they spoke, their meaning became 
clear. 

“Give...us...the...human. Give...us...the...Soul... 
Collector.” 


They were here to take Jamie. And that was something 
Ios wouldn’t allow. 

KKK 

The fighting below stopped as though the Demon 
Horde wanted to punctuate the fact they were only there 
for him. Jamie felt his whole body quake. All these demons 
had to do to save themselves was to hand him over to the 
bigger, uglier, nastier demons below them. Seemed like a 
no-brainer to him and he widened his stance, prepared for 
a quick grab and thrust over the wall. All the queen’s 
guards turned to Ios and Jamie, seemingly unsure of how to 
proceed. 

An apparent leader of the guard strode to Ios, his eyes 
on Jamie as he walked. “We cannot give up the Soul 
Collector to them, Your Highness. But we are in no way 
prepared to defend the castle against this kind of 
onslaught.” 

“Captain, how many forces do we have within the 
castle now?” 

“A thousand against their three thousand at best 
guess. We can call the other Demon Nations, but it will take 
a day or two to bring them here and I’m not sure we can 
last that long against their potentially never-ending supply. 
They’ll breach the castle walls and kill everything inside on 
their path to him. He must be protected at all costs.” 

Ios eyed Jamie, his brow clenched in thought. The 
chanting grew louder the longer they stood there. 

Jamie knew he couldn’t ask them to sacrifice 
themselves for him. “Hand me over to them.” 

All eyes turned to Jamie. 

“No!” The captain and Ios spoke at once. 

“You can’t tell me what to do, and a thousand will not 
die just to save me.” 

The captain stalked over to him. “You will save 
millions. A thousand is a small price to pay. Every male 
here will lay down his life for you.” 


“I don’t believe in prophecies.” Jamie heard the 
murmurs around him at his words. A niggle of guilt rushed 
through him. These beings would help defend him and he 
had just thrown their beliefs back in their faces. 

“That’s your problem.” The captain was an intense 
man. He looked very similar to Ios, the same height, size, 
and coloring. The more Jamie looked into the man’s 
crystalline blue eyes, the more he wondered if he was a 
relation to Ios. He definitely had the pushy nature. “We, on 
the other hand, have lived by the words of the Oracles for 
millennia, because they have this nasty habit of coming 
true, good, bad, or in between.” 

Jamie looked over the captain’s shoulder to eye Ios. 
The demon stood there closely watching the interaction, his 
body tense. “Graeae, he’s not of our world. You can’t expect 
him to understand our ways.” 

“No, but a little respect would be in order.” Graeae 
looked down at Jamie the entire time he spoke, never 
turning to face Ios. “Especially when we could all die for 
him to live.” 

The chanting became even louder as they stood, three 
thousand voices in chorus, reminding Jamie that the 
captain was quite right. Jamie looked around him at the few 
hundred that surrounded him. 

Use them. Draw their power. Like before, times a 
hundred. Save them all. 

Jamie’s head hurt as the thought swept through him. 
His mind cleared soon after, the fog of pain lifting. 

“All of you, gather your power and then thrust it at 
me!” Jamie moved closer to the wall, looking at them all 
and repeating himself. They all looked at him as though he 
was nuts, unmoving. He looked to Ios. “Like with you, only 
times a hundred. Have them give me their power to 
amplify.” 

A light dawned in Ios’s face and he began to bellow 
orders to the guards. Graeae ran down the flanks and told 


more of the guards what to do. Hundreds of soldiers began 
to collect their powerful blue energy in their hands. Jamie 
turned to face them. “On my mark.” 

He faced the outer wall and collected his light into his 
hands, letting the power roll through him. In that moment, 
he knew this would work, had to. He would not allow these 
beings to lay down their lives for him without giving 
everything he had, everything he was, to save them. 

He felt a greatness in himself that he’d never before 
allowed himself to feel. He’d sensed there was a greater 
gift within him, but after all his years of being beaten 
down, of having the best of him ripped apart, he’d feared to 
touch it. Now, with Ios by his side, surrounded by these 
men who were willing to lay down their lives for him, he 
felt he needed to reach out for it. For them. 

Closing his eyes, he dug down deep and felt his mind 
hush. Peace stole over him as he connected to his inner 
Spirit. 

kK 

Ios nearly had to shield his eyes from the immense 
light that generated from Jamie. The human’s power was 
thick in the air, heavy in its raw form. Ios knew in that 
moment that the prophecy was unfolding before his eyes. 
Jamie would save them this day, as it was foretold millennia 
ago. 

And Jamie would find the power within him. Ios’s body 
trembled as he continued to gather energy into his hands, 
worry for the male before him making his heart beat loudly 
in his ears. The demons below had apparently seen the 
light and the attack rapidly continued. Ios looked over the 
side. Hundreds were scaling the walls now, quickly 
advancing on them. 

Jamie continued to draw light into himself. los knew 
they had mere minutes, but didn’t know if he should 
interrupt whatever it was that the human did. Looking 


down, he could see the blackened, dead eyes peering at 
him. They were closing in. 

Unable to wait, Ios began to shoot balls of power over 
the edge, knocking some of the invaders off the wall. But 
there were too many. 

His captain rushed to his side to help him. “Graeae, 
no! Jamie will need the power of as many as possible.” 

Ios kept shooting at as many of the demons as he 
could, but the wall was red and black from their bodies, a 
massive wave of evil flesh. There were too many. Jamie 
needed to do whatever he was going to do and fast or they 
were all doomed. 

Ios fell to his knees when an invader’s knife sliced into 
his neck. He’d not seen the attack until it was too late. The 
enemy was rushing the parapets. Ios fell back as the first 
wave began to cross. 

“Now!” Jamie screamed out in an alien voice. Ios 
looked at him and wondered if he truly saw the vision in 
white. The human looked god-like. Light flooded his eyes 
and mouth and surrounded his entire body. Ios struggled to 
keep his eyes open to see what would unfold, a hand to the 
blood gushing from his neck. The hundreds surrounding 
Jamie thrust their powers at him all at once. 

The blue light hit, melded with his own, and erupted 
into a huge bubble of power. Ios looked over the 
crenellated wall as Jamie shot his power down at the 
invaders. Like a tsunami, a thousand demons were 
suddenly no more. They vanished into thin air. 

A cloud of white smoke billowed in the space in which 
the Hell Demons had just been. The clouds swirled in an 
unnatural way, curling and condensing into a larger cloud, 
funneling into what seemed to be a gigantic tornado-like 
cone. Air whipped around and many of the guards near the 
edge sat down against the wall to prevent themselves from 
being sucked into the vortex. These demons were masters 
of the air around them, but they could not control the 


violent gusts. Ios, in his spot already against the stone, was 
saved somewhat from the rushing winds. 

Others ran toward the castle as the tornado moved 
closer. Jamie was in the path of the cloud and Ios sat there 
helpless to stop it. He had no voice, the knife’s cut taking 
away his ability to speak. There would be nothing left to 
live for if Jamie died. Struggling to stand, he forced his feet 
to plant on the stone, only for his rubbery legs to refuse the 
weight of his body. Impotence burned in his gut, the need 
to protect on the forefront of his mind, yet he was 
powerless. 

The winds reached the parapets and Jamie stood 
there, still lit from the inner soul of his power, in a coma- 
like state, standing rooted to the spot. Graeae rushed to 
Jamie and Ios felt a sense of relief. At least his captain 
would save his mate, move him from ruin. But as soon as 
Graeae closed in on the human, he seemed to hit an 
invisible wall, unable to get close enough to Jamie to save 
him. Anger roiled in Ios at his own weakness. 

The cloud enveloped Jamie, who somehow remained 
frozen in place, as if the winds did not affect him. Violently 
swirling around him, the winds slowly began to lessen. The 
cloud grew smaller and smaller, as if Jamie absorbed it into 
himself. And that was when Ios realized the awful truth. 
Jamie was collecting the thousand or more souls that had 
been bound within the Hell Demons he’d just decimated. 

No human had been able to accept more than a few 
hundred souls in one lifetime. His mate now held over a 
thousand. Jamie would grow mad, a thousand voices 
screaming at him at once. Ios was watching the beginning 
of the end. 

Jamie’s feet rose from the stone ground and began to 
float closer to the edge of the crenellated wall. Light 
swallowed him whole as he approached, to the point Ios 
could no longer see where his human was within it. Closing 
his eyes, he couldn’t look, as if Jamie was the sun itself. He 


heard screams from below and turned to look down at the 
two thousand or so Hell Demons who remained. 

All movement below had stopped as the Demon Horde 
absorbed what had just happened to their thousand 
comrades-in-arms. A few heartbeats later, the rest of the 
enemy turned and fled as Jamie released megawatt shot 
after shot, killing tens at a time with a single burst. Cheers 
erupted from the parapets, a collective celebration as they 
watched the Demon Horde running away. For the very first 
time. 

Ios had to admit it was an awe-striking sight. He was 
reminded of Amoz’s brother running from Jamie earlier, a 
dramatic foreshadowing of the moments to come now. And 
it was proof that the prophecy was indeed true. 

But to what end? Would Jamie lose who he was to 
become a weapon of mass destruction? Yes, he could save 
the world, but if Jamie was no more, then was it worth it? 
Ios had already lost part of his heart to the human and 
wanted a future with him. Would it even be possible now? 

If he survived his wounding. 

Gray began to filter into his vision as his thick blood 
poured from the wound on his neck. His hand weakened, 
unable to put much pressure on the cut, he felt the warmth 
of the coppery liquid as it slid around him like a blanket. 
White dots peppered his sight as he sought out his human. 

His human. 

Ios’s wound was near fatal. The neck was still 
attached, but not by much. He knew it could be the end. 
And he’d never had the chance to claim his mate. He’d 
never had the chance to hold him to him and call him his 
own. And perhaps never would. Jamie was no more his now 
than he’d been days ago. There was no bite mark, no 
official claiming. His family would not honor him as a mate. 

Jamie began to grow ashen as Ios watched the light 
dim. The human’s eyes turned to him as recognition came 
to Jamie’s gaze. There was hope. The deep chocolate wells 


grew larger as the man saw Ios against the stone wall. And 
then the life flew from him and he hit the ground. Ios 
wanted to go to him. Wanted to pull him into his arms, but 
the blackness took him, too. 


Chapter Nine 


Jamie opened his eyes. He was resting in a bedroom he 
wasn’t familiar with. Alone. Where was he? And where was 
Ios? He sat up slowly. His body felt drained. His mind 
sought the last moments before he’d fallen asleep, trying to 
remember where he was. 

The sight of Ios, his chest streaked with blood, hand to 
his neck, came to him in an instant. His stomach pitched as 
he jumped from the bed and searched for clothing, as he 
wore nothing. 

“There is a robe in the armoire.” 

Jamie twisted, his feet rooted to the floor. In the corner 
of the room regally sat the queen, in a scarlet ball gown, 
her golden crown glinting in the light streaming into the 
window. Her larger than life persona seemed withered, frail 
almost. Dark circles fell under her eyes, and she looked as 
tired as he felt. She stood and opened the door to the 
wooden armoire when he could do nothing but stand and 
stare at her. Lifting the silken robe off the hook, she flung it 
at Jamie and returned to her chair. 

“How is he?” Jamie threaded his arms into the fabric. 

“He? You mean my son?” 

“Yes, of course, I mean your son.” Tightening the ties 
about his waist, his stomach knotted as well. “He still 
lives?” 

“He still lives.” 

Jamie released a breath. 

“But by a hairsbreadth.” 

Vomit churned in Jamie’s gut. “Where is he?” 

“He’s in his room. Dying, from what the doctors tell 
me.” 

“And why aren’t you at his side?” 

“The audacity to speak to me thusly?” The queen rose, 
moving to the door to the bedroom, yanking it open before 


pausing. “Sitting and watching him suffer will not make 
him better.” 

“Knowing you are there for him could save him.” It 
didn’t take a rocket scientist to see that the two were not 
close. Her majestic coldness wouldn’t help Ios. About to say 
the words, his mouth closed firmly. Jamie was dumbstruck 
when he witnessed tears glistening in her eyes. That 
coupled with her haggard appearance seemed to prove that 
the woman cared for her child. 

“You’re the one who can save him, not I. For once, I’m 
powerless. Go to him.” 

“How can I save him?” 

“He’s lost a lot of blood. That of his mate could bring 
him back from the edge.” 

Jamie brought a hand to his neck, rubbing at the flesh 
he found there, and tried to reconcile his thoughts. To be 
bitten. By a demon. He wasn’t sure he could go through 
with it. He’d be tied to Ios forevermore. 

“You don’t think much of him, do you, human?” The 
imperial eyebrow rose once more. “I know what the 
prophecy says. I see the way my son looks at you. And yet, 
you balk when given the chance to save him while he lies 
dying, injured protecting you.” 

Jamie felt like a knife had been struck into him. She 
could definitely lay on the guilt trip. And thick. 

“Perhaps you were right, human. Perhaps I was wrong 
about you.” 

With a low click, the door closed, and she was gone. 
Left alone with only his thoughts, he felt pulled in twenty 
directions at once. To be claimed, to be taken as Ios’s mate, 
would force Jamie into whatever their idea of the prophecy 
was. He would be living a life of expectation, for him to 
lead an army to greatness. He wasn’t sure he was the right 
person. 

He was no leader. 


Ios was pigheaded, assertive, and arrogant. Ios pushed 
him continuously, making him do things he wasn’t prepared 
to do. Ios tried to pigeonhole him into becoming the next 
great hope. Jamie’s destiny was his own. Jamie couldn’t be 
tied to these people...forever. He’d never been tied to 
anyone. Ever. Ios had fought valiantly, trying to save his 
people. It wasn’t Jamie’s fault that he’d been hurt. The 
queen couldn’t guilt him into this. His conscience be 
damned. 

Rushing from the room, his mind continued to give him 
reason after reason why he shouldn’t allow Ios to mark 
him, claim him. One foot in front of the other, he kept 
walking down the long corridors of the castle, looking for 
escape, looking for the way out. He couldn’t think inside 
the richly tapestried walls. They were closing in on him. He 
couldn’t breathe. 

Yet, when his feet finally locked in place before Ios’s 
door, he knew then that no matter what his mind had 
rambled on with, his heart had brought him here. 

No, he didn’t know what the future held or if he could 
be all the things these beings wanted him to be, but he 
knew in his heart that he needed to give Ios a fighting 
chance. And if that meant giving over a vein to make that 
happen, then he would do it. He still wasn’t promising 
forever, but he would give him the chance to live so they 
could see what happened next. 

Storming into the room, several doctors worked over 
Ios, who lay still in the big bed. Somehow, the large, vibrant 
demon seemed small, his ashen skin not much different 
than the white sheets he rested in. Jamie’s heart stopped 
beating for a fraction of a second, and that’s when he knew 
he’d made the right choice. He was giving them both a 
future, to see if it could be shared together. 

As Jamie strode to the bed, Ios’s eyes opened slightly, 
and he was sure the demon saw him. 


“You’re...better?” Jamie could barely hear the weak 
words that slid from Ios’s mouth. 

Sitting down on the edge of the bed, Jamie smiled. Ios 
was in bad shape, but he was still worried about how Jamie 
faired. “The blast took a lot from me, but I’m better. I’m 
more worried about you.” 

Ios raised a trembling hand to the bloody bandage on 
his neck. “It...will...heal. In...time.” 

Ios closed his eyes, the words clearly taking a lot out 
of him. Jamie didn’t see any of the male he’d already grown 
so accustomed to. “I want you to take my blood. You need it 
to heal.” 

The demon opened his eyes at that. “Who...told...you?” 

“It doesn’t matter. I want you to get better. I need you 
to cover my back.” 

“But...you...don’t...want...to...give.” Ios took a deep 
swallow. “I...won’t...take.” 

Jamie saw a smidgeon of the obstinate male he’d seen 
all along at that moment. Of course Ios would make this 
more difficult than it needed to be. “I don’t think you’re ina 
position to fight me on this.” 

Jamie took a small jeweled dagger he’d spied from the 
bedside table and cut into his palm. He forced the palm to 
Ios’s mouth. The stern look on Ios’s face proved the demon 
planned to fight. But Jamie could see the war that waged 
within him. The scent alone of the blood had made Ios’s 
eyes roll back in his head and he released a low hiss. 

Pressing against Ios’s strong lips, he gave him an 
intense glare. There could be no fighting in this. Ios needed 
the strength that he could give him. And Jamie was willing 
to use force if necessary. 

Fortunately for them both, Ios gave up rather easily, 
licking at the wound in Jamie’s hand. As his mouth pressed 
to Jamie’s palm, he felt a shudder of electricity shoot 
through his body, the erotic sensation of the suckling of 
Ios’s mouth enough to make his cock hard as rock in 


seconds. Heat exploded at the source of the wound and 
sensual waves undulated from that point throughout his 
whole body. His mind melted into a sea of orgasmic bliss, 
visions of the two of them in a heated embrace, kissing, 
sucking, fucking, soared through his numbed brain. 

The tight tugging of lips against flesh slowed and 
Jamie felt the sucking lessen and Ios pull back. Jamie 
watched as color began to seep back into Ios’s face and felt 
relieved. Ios didn’t look completely revived, but he no 
longer looked on the brink. The two stared at each other, 
no words exchanged. Jamie chuckled as the demon began 
to redden. Embarrassment wasn’t something he thought 
Ios showed often. 

“That second infusion must have turned you into a 
battery. I feel almost myself.” 

“Second infusion? What’re you talking about?” 

Ios gave him an odd look for a few moments, his brows 
bunched in question. “You don’t remember, do you?” 

“Remember what?” Jamie had a sudden sense of 
disquiet. 

“Tell me what happened yesterday during the battle?” 

“I asked for the others to give me energy. I blanked out 
for a while and then I saw the Hell Demons running and 
you on the ground, blood sliding from your neck. And then 
it went black again.” Jamie felt like big gaps had been 
chiseled out of his memory. He’d been so upset about Ios 
that he hadn’t had time to think about it before now, but 
there was definitely something missing. 

“You don’t feel...different?” Ios looked at him as if 
Jamie had grown a second head. 

“Just spit it out. What happened?” 

“You took their energy and expanded it times ten. A 
thousand Hell Demons gone in the blink of an eye.” 

“Really?” Shock drifted over Jamie as he considered 
the implications of what Ios’s suggested. “I wish I could 
remember. I’m sure that was a sight.” 


“And then the souls. They all flew into you. You don’t 
sense a difference?” 

Jamie listened into himself, tried to hear the voices he 
seemed to easily drown out. Ios had said the Soul 
Collectors who’d come before him hadn’t been able to deal 
with them all. Jamie didn’t seem to notice. The more he 
listened, the more he realized there was nothing more than 
a low buzzing sound. Which really wasn’t that big of a deal 
compared with what the alternative was. 

He reached deeper, trying to find Ryan, and couldn't. 
That, was a problem. Ryan was his Jiminy Cricket. Without 
him, he felt lost. 

“I don’t hear or sense anything. It’s like it’s completely 
quiet for once.” 

“Ryan?” 

“No.” Concern filled every inch of Jamie’s body. “How 
many souls did I take?” 

“Too many to count. But if each demon only had one, 
you had to have absorbed a thousand, easy. If they were 
holding like Amoz, you could have as many as ten 
thousand.” Ios looked at him harder. “You really feel... 
nothing?” 

“No...I don’t know. I feel the same.” Jamie stood and 
ran a hand through his hair, fear clenching in his gut. Why 
didn’t he feel...something? Anything? 


Chapter Ten 


Jamie slowly drifted from slumber. He didn’t open his 
eyes but innately knew he was in Ios’s bedroom, his body 
sore. It had been two weeks since the battle, and once Ios 
had been back on his feet a few days later he’d begun 
training Jamie to defend himself better. They’d hoped to tap 
into the souls within him, channeling the power he’d 
awoken inside him during the fight, but it had thus far been 
impossible. 

It seemed almost as if he’d burnt himself out. Had he 
pushed his powers too far, perhaps sought a greatness he 
wasn’t allowed to touch, and as retribution heaven had 
taken away the one gift he had? 

Having changed the tide of the battle had been 
immense. He’d saved thousands from sure death, saving 
himself in the process. And Ios. If he were truly honest with 
himself, he’d admit that he’d done it all for los more than 
anyone. The thought of the male dying wasn’t one he was 
willing to consider. 

Jamie wasn’t sure what he felt for the being. No, that 
was a lie in and of itself. He knew exactly how he felt. Lust, 
desire, need. Ios was the first being to make him feel these 
intense emotions, but it was more than that. There had 
been an immediate connection, an immediate trust that 
he’d never felt with another soul. He knew innately that 
there was a tie to Ios he would never sever. 

The part he wasn’t sure about was the demon part, but 
luckily that was fading as well. 

A thousand Air demons had been willing to lay down 
their lives for him. Ios had been willing to as well. Their 
energy had worked with his, a symbiosis that had to prove 
there was good in these creatures. He’d had two more 
weeks to see that these beings were a million shades of 
gray, neither all good nor all evil. They were just like 


humans in so many ways, working hard to sustain a life for 
themselves on this world and continue their race. 

Jamie had felt more comfortable in this place than he’d 
felt anywhere. The people were kind, although shy at times, 
but he blamed that on the prophecy. They looked to him 
with a god-like reverence that he was very uncomfortable 
with. He couldn’t promise himself what would happen 
tomorrow, let alone a whole race of beings. 

Graeae and Ios had worked together some to plan 
fortifications to the castle, preparing for an even larger war 
to come to them. It was only a matter of time. Guards 
worked feverishly to strengthen their defenses, sonic 
cannons going up along the walls. Ios worked Jamie’s mind 
and body, making him fight with a sword, in case he 
couldn’t tap into his light when the time came. 

Jamie hadn’t been able to commune with his spirits 
since the battle. There had been no dreams, no sounds, and 
no light. There just wasn’t anything in him at all. They 
couldn’t have disappeared. Or could they? Jamie hadn’t 
been conscious at that moment, so there was no way he 
could know exactly what had transpired. 

He missed Ryan’s voice. Two weeks without his best 
friend giving his opinions on just about anything was taking 
a toll on him. Jamie had never truly made a decision on his 
own in years. There had always been a quiet discussion 
going on in the background that he’d never realized was 
happening. He only noticed now that it was gone. 

But even without Ryan, he wasn’t lonely. Yes, he 
missed the comforting words of his friend, but Ios and he 
slept in the same bed each night, entwining their limbs, 
holding on to one another. They never went past a few 
gentle kisses and caresses. Ios was still on the mend, but 
was near to complete, only a faint pink line still showing on 
his thick neck. 

Neither had talked about the sharing of blood and 
what it meant between them. Jamie often found Ios staring 


at him, questions in his eyes, but for once, the demon didn’t 
push. The wound could have been part of it, but the easy 
camaraderie that they’d experienced the past weeks had 
felt easy. They’d shared stories and thoughts. A true 
friendship had blossomed, and Jamie felt that Ios didn’t 
want to damage the tender thing growing between them. 
Jamie knew he didn’t. Words of blood and sharing and 
forever could break the tenuous peace they’d come to exist 
in. 

He was brought up to a firm chest, his back rubbed 
with a large hand. Jamie’s body relaxed into the hold, the 
arms around him making him feel safe and warm. Ios’s 
scent filled Jamie’s nose. Masculine heat coupled with a 
fresh, clean smell of soap. He’d yet to open his eyes, not 
wanting to ruin the moment he was enveloped in. Serenity. 
It was a peace he’d never felt in his entire life. And he 
found it in the arms of a demon. How ironic. 

For once in his life, he didn’t feel quite so alone. The 
voices had always been there, so he’d never really been 
alone for years. But there was something to be said for 
physical intimacy, something he’d been bereft of his entire 
life, something he hadn’t realized he needed desperately. 
There was a war ahead of him. He knew that the battle 
they’d waged was the start of an apocalypse. Somehow, it 
didn’t seem as bad when there would be someone at his 
side, fighting the good fight. The weight of the world wasn’t 
solely on his shoulders for once. 

He could breathe and enjoy a respite. He was past due 
for one. Warm, cared for, and secure. It was enough to hold 
the darkness at bay for a brief moment. 

“Are you going to open your eyes and enjoy the new 
day or not?” 

“Not.” Jamie wriggled closer to Ios, the chuckle the 
demon let out rumbling through them both. 

Jamie placed his head on Ios’s chest. The loud, steady 
heartbeat lulled him back into that dazed, near-sleep fog 


where he felt weightless and stress free. The warm hand 
that continued to graze along his back wasn’t bad either. 

“T like it when you don’t pull away from me.” 

Jamie had learned to accept Ios’s loving caresses with 
ease over their time there together. “I like it when you 
don’t push me.” 

“I’ve been recuperating. Don’t worry. I’m nearly good 
as new. I can push you all I want now.” 

Jamie let out a sigh, knowing the end of their truce 
was nigh. Opening his eyes, he pinned Ios with a glare. 
“Why can’t we just continue to float along?” 

“Because there is a war coming to our doorstep.” 

“I know that, and we’ve been preparing for weeks. But 
that’s not what I meant.” 

“Then what did you mean?” 

“Us! Why can’t we just keep...being? The past two 
weeks have been calm, even with all the preparations. I 
don’t have time to think about you and I when I have a war 
that’s brewing.” 

“I can’t help it that I want more. That I want you. 
Sleeping side by side is nice, but I want to make my claim.” 

“That want is tied to a millennia-old prophecy that I 
don’t necessarily buy. Do you want me because you’ve been 
told you should or because of me? You barely know me.” 

“T’ve been following you since you were sixteen, soon 
after you left the orphanage. I know more than you think.” 

Jamie stiffened. He’d always felt as though there was 
something near him, not necessarily malignant, but eyes on 
his back. There were many occasions when he was new to 
fighting the demons that the beasts had looked worked 
over, cut, and bruised before he’d ever laid a hand on them. 

“It was you. You were fighting the demons, weakening 
them before I got to them, weren’t you?” Jamie sat up, 
anger filling him. 

“Why’re you angry? You were a child, not ready to 
battle them. You needed protection.” 


“I didn’t need your help.” Jamie knew the logic was 
there, that Ios was right, but he couldn’t get rid of the 
anger and the emasculation he felt. 

“The hell you didn’t. You needed training, so yeah, I 
roughed them up a bit for you so you could learn how to 
defeat them.” 

“I learned self-assurance in those fights. And now you 
tell me it was all a sham? I didn’t do anything. You did it all 
and let me mop up the floor at the end.” 

“The better you got, the less I did. By the end, it was 
all you. I wanted you to gain confidence and courage...in 
stages, as you were ready.” 

Jamie stood and turned to the window, rage 
thrumming through him. Ios had protected him, helped him 
along the way. Had been a silent mentor and guide for 
years. 

“Why are you so angry? I couldn’t leave you out there 
alone, scared. You needed my help.” 

Tears stung the back of Jamie’s eyes. The hell he 
would cry, he would not cry. The last time he’d felt tears 
was when Ryan had died and he would not let them fall 
again. Jamie hid the glimmer he knew shined in his eyes, 
refusing to move away from the window. He couldn’t let Ios 
see his face. “But I was alone. I was scared. I was lost for 
so long. You could’ve shown yourself years ago instead of 
hiding in the shadows.” And I wouldn’t have been alone 
anymore. I would have had you sooner. 

Quiet. Ios didn’t answer and he wondered if the demon 
had even heard him. Moments ticked by. All Jamie could 
hear was his heartbeat in his ears, with the subtle hints of 
rough breathing behind him in the background. 

“So, correct me if I’m wrong. You’re angry because I 
didn’t let you know you weren’t alone.” 

“Yes.” Jamie knew his answer was juvenile to a degree, 
but it was what it was. 


“But you don’t know if you want me, even now. You 
just said so. You promise me no future.” 

“Yes.” Which was true, in part. Jamie’s head still didn’t 
know what to think about Ios and the predestined future 
they supposedly shared. “What has that got to do with a 
scared teenager being alone in the world?” 

“You make no sense to me.” 

“Likewise, Ios.” 

“I think I’ve been quite upfront and honest about how I 
feel.” 

Jamie swung around at that one. “Upfront? Honest? 
Oh, let me remind you, oh Prince of Demons, about a little 
prophecy where I’ll be your bitch for the next, sixty years 
or so.” 

“Not sixty. Forever.” 

“Forever?” Jamie wasn’t sure if he wanted to know any 
more. No matter how much he bitched about not being told 
the truth. 

“Once I bite you, and claim you as mine, you’ll become 
Immortal as well. We’ll be tied for eternity. Or to the point 
either of us loses his head.” Ios spoke of decapitation so 
nonchalantly, especially after he’d nearly lost his own head. 

“But if I’m Immortal, the souls will never get to 
Heaven.” Jamie rubbed at his neck, the thought of a blade 
going through his own skin terrifying. “You already bit me. 
Am I Immortal now?” 

“You cut your hand, I never bit you. You weren’t 
offering forever, so I didn’t take it.” 

The fact that Ios had left him with his right to choose 
his future wasn’t lost on him, but he skipped over it, too 
wrapped up in his need to rebel against Ios. “I need to get 
these souls to cross over eventually. That is, if they’re still 
here.” 

“I believe they are. No Soul Collector has ever had so 
many within him. I think they’re biding their time. 


Waiting.” Ios stood, looking down at Jamie. “You’ll need 
them to save all the dimensions.” 

“So, they’re just stuck in me, forever? Because we 
need them to save the worlds. Don’t you think they deserve 
a say in this?” 

“There may be a way to release...some...later down the 
line. But you’d need many to power you for the fight.” 

“May? But you aren’t quite sure about it? So you want 
me to put the everlasting peace of a thousand souls at risk 
so you can claim me as your own. No, that’s not selfish. Not 
at all.” 

“The bite will protect you. Being Immortal saves you 
from poisoned horns and other such objects. They’ll still 
hurt like hell, but you’ll recover.” 

“As I see it, I recovered just fine from the last time I 
got a poisoned horn.” Jamie pulled on his pants. He knew 
innately that he was building a wall. Clothes were yet 
another layer of the mortar. Jamie was on track, and 
couldn’t stop the runaway train he was on. His heart 
screamed at him to stop, but his past and the ghosts that 
haunted him had to push Ios away. It was easier to be the 
one to leave than the one left behind. 

“Thanks to the major intake of souls. Had it not been 
for that, you wouldn’t have.” 

“The people inside me may not seem real to you, mere 
fuel for my powers, powers which benefit you and your 
kind. But they talk in my head. I see them in my dreams. At 
least, I did. They were stolen from their own bodies, given 
no choice in their deaths. They deserve to rest in peace. 
Like I said, you’re selfish.” 

“Wanting to save ten dimensions and billions of beings 
is selfish of me? Just because I happen to live in one of 
them? You know, your logic really is twisted.” Ios growled 
low in his chest. “And you don’t think helping you to 
destroy the creatures that killed them gives those spirits a 
sense of retribution?” 


“Retribution and peace are worlds apart.” 

“I see them as potentially the same thing. So, ask 
them.” 

“What?” 

“Ask them what they want. See who wants to stay and 
who wants to go. It’s time you quieted your mind and went 
to inner space for a visit, just to see what’s going on in 
there. We’ll go ask the Oracles, since you’ve not been able 
to connect with them. See what you need to do to contact 
the spirits within you and if there are ways to let some of 
them pass over. Then you can tell the spirits their options.” 
Ios stood and pulled on his jeans. Jamie watched his ass 
sway as he walked to the door, inwardly kicking himself for 
getting so aroused when he was in the midst of arguing. He 
really was fine, for a demon. Hell, for any male. 

Ios turned to him as he reached for the door. “I heard 
that. Stop denying you want me and then put your mental 
guards back in place. Then you can stop arguing with me 
for the sake of fucking arguing. Your finely veiled debate 
was paper-thin and wasn’t enough to push me away. I’m not 
going anywhere. So, don’t try it again. It wastes both our 
time. Get ready to commune with your spirits.” 

Jamie felt his mouth drop as Ios opened the door and 
waited for Jamie to follow. As usual, his foot had landed 
squarely in his mouth and Ios refused to rise to the bait. 
But then again, Ios was the master of pushing, so he should 
know how to defend himself against it. He’d just wasted the 
last little bit of serenity he’d needed in his attempts to push 
the very male he wanted away. Surprise, surprise. 

Now, how was he supposed to “commune with his 
spirits”? 


Chapter Eleven 


Jamie walked down the same tight corridor as his last 
dream. The Oracles had done it. They’d put him into a 
trance, Ios at his side for the duration. Faces of all ages, 
races, and genders lined the way, crowded in tightly as he 
walked along. As before, they all began to speak at once, 
the sound piercing his ears. He put hands to his head, 
trying to blot out the sound to no avail. 

And then he saw Ryan standing in the middle of the 
corridor. Ryan whistled loudly and got the group to quiet. 

“He can’t hear you if you all talk at once! Now shut it. 
He has something to say.” 

Ryan to the rescue, yet again. Tears prickled the back 
of Jamie’s eyes as he saw his friend again. He was still a 
young man of sixteen, still in his school uniform. His hair 
tousled, he was still a handsome boy, the same handsome 
boy Jamie had looked up to. But there was now a wisdom to 
the face that was new. Jamie walked forward and pulled 
Ryan into his arms, needing to show him how much it 
meant to see him again. 

Suddenly, they were no longer in the corridor, but now 
a great hall. Looking down, Jamie stood on a stage of sorts, 
thousands of souls surrounding him in seats that circled the 
dais. Ryan stood close by, and that was the only thing that 
kept him rooted to the spot. Jamie had never been a great 
public speaker and he now had thousands of faces looking 
at him, ready to hang on his every word. The last time he 
had to get up in front of his class of thirty, he’d had to run 
and puke. This time may not be much better. 

“As many of you know, we fought the Demon Horde 
recently. Many of you are new here. I’m sure you’re curious 
about all this.” 

“We’ve been cluing them in for you.” Ryan smiled. 

“Is that why it’s been so quiet? I wasn’t sure you were 
all here or not.” 


“We’re here. The shot of energy took a lot out of us 
all.” 

“So, the power isn’t gone?” 

“Regenerating.” 

“Good.” Jamie somehow felt the unease he'd 
experienced for weeks slip away as he learned the power 
wasn’t gone. He still had his gift. Turning back to the 
masses, he tried to prevent the smile he felt from gracing 
his lips. What he had to say was too serious for him to 
celebrate his power. “The same monsters that killed you 
and stole your souls are planning to take over many 
dimensions, including this one and the plane Earth is on. 
Your power has given me the strength to avenge your 
deaths, killing thousands of demons with one fell swoop. 
And can help fight them back, saving many lives.” 

A low cheer murmured through the crowd. Jamie saw 
smiles on many faces. “There’s more, and this is the part 
that’s difficult. There’s a chance I could become an 
Immortal. I haven’t decided yet, but the decision impacts 
you all. If it were to happen, I could have hundreds of years 
to continue the fight against evil. But it would also mean 
that it could be eons before I made it to Heaven and could 
give you the peace you desire.” 

Eyes became more somber at that. 

“Ios and I have communicated with their Oracles to 
see if there is a way to allow those who want to cross over 
now to do so. We’ve found a path for those that want to go.” 

“We power your energy. So if we leave, you’ll be 
weaker. Right?” Ryan moved closer, his earnest face 
bunched in thought. “I’m not leaving you.” 

“I don’t want anyone’s decision to be based on me. 
You’ve all had horrific things happen to you and you 
deserve the right to choose your eternity.” Jamie stared 
deeply into Ryan’s face as he said the words. If anyone had 
the right to go, it was Ryan above anyone else. “To stay and 
fight with me, or pass over the other side. Either choice you 


make, there will be no judgment. You deserve serenity, if 
that is what you want.” 

“Revenge sounds better in my book.” 

Jamie’s eyes widened when he saw the Soul Collector 
he’d met years before walk onto the stage. He looked 
drastically older, more scarred, though it had not even been 
a decade. The man looked like it had been more like two or 
three decades. 

“I told you I had a death sentence hanging over my 
head. Azebel got me and good. Glad you extinguished him. 
It felt good to be free once more.” 

Heads shook at the comment, agreeing with their 
release. The other Soul Collector walked closer and put out 
his hand to shake. “Jake Stallings, at your service.” 

“Jake, nice to meet you.” Jamie shook the proffered 
hand. 

“The way I see it, staying here helps me finish the job I 
had in life. I’m not going anywhere.” 

“Don’t rush to judgment. Think this through.” Jamie 
turned to them all. “I’ll come back, in a day or so. For now, 
consider whether you want to go or not.” 

KKK 

Ios watched Jamie awaken from his trance, the fog 
lifting from his face after a few moments. Ios couldn’t 
imagine how hard it was to slip into one’s self and talk to 
the hundreds upon hundreds of entities living there. Ios 
wasn’t even sure how Jamie was continuing to stay sane 
with it all. Others had failed before, yet his little human 
seemed to take it with stride. If only his attitude toward Ios 
was as simple. 

“So how was it?” 

“Good, I suppose. There are thousands of them. I 
couldn’t even count. I told them the options and told them 
I’d return in a day or two to see who wanted to move on.” 

Ios was solemn. He was worried that his plan would 
backfire and the lot of them would want to cross over, 


leaving his male defenseless to the coming storm. Ios 
would protect Jamie for as long as his body had the 
strength to, would even give his own life for the human’s. 
But what if it eventually came to that and Jamie was left 
unprotected? Ios’s heart clenched at the thought. 

“What’s that look about?” Jamie was staring at him 
intently. 

Clearing his face, he rose from the side of the bed and 
looked down at the human. “There’s no look.” 

“I Saw worry.” 

“Perhaps.” Ios had nothing but worry for Jamie. 

“They have the right to choose.” 

“I know, but you should have told them they could 
leave after the Demon Horde is pushed back. Once 
everyone is safe on all dimensions.” Ios began to walk from 
the Oracles’ Temple and Jamie followed. 

“I have no right to do that.” 

“Yes, you do. You’re saving them, so you have the right 
to use their power a while longer.” 

“Agree to disagree, los.” Jamie stopped. “And you 
wonder why I argue with you. You push and push.” 

Ios kept walking on a few more steps and then spun, 
hands on his hips. “Because I know I’m right.” Ios smiled at 
Jamie, who rolled his eyes in response. 

And then the look became quite serious. Jamie looked 
at him with hunger in his eyes, a hunger that had Ios’s cock 
thickening in response. 

“Or because you -?” Jamie couldn’t finish the question, 
heat radiating in his face. 

“What? Because I what? Want you? Yes. Need you? 
Yes.” 

“Is it all about want and need? Is that what drives you, 
the prophecy and the ideal behind it? What if I let you down 
and can’t live up to your expectations? I’m not used to 
others relying on me. It’s been me, alone, against the 
world.” 


“I’ve watched you go from ragamuffin boy to 
courageous man and know more about you than anyone 
else, except maybe that friend living in your head. And I’d 
say those living within you would argue that they rely on 
you heavily. You saved them from an eternity of suffering in 
Hell. Why can’t you see that you’ve been on the course that 
would bring you here for a very long time? Why can’t you 
see that you already are a hero?” 

Ios could see that Jamie wasn’t used to receiving 
praise. He’d been passed over his whole life, left behind. 
He’d not mattered to his parents. He’d not mattered to the 
priests and nuns. He lived under the radar at the seminary, 
seeking information in quiet. Jamie looked as though he 
wanted to speak, but the words never came. Ios stepped 
closer, getting his human’s attention. 

“Of course it’s more than want and need. But those are 
two that top the list. The prophecy is already proving true, 
whether you want to believe it or not. Yet, it isn’t the 
reason I want and need you. You are the reason I want. I 
need. You are an incredible male that I’m honored to call 
my friend. My lover. The man I want to call my mate.” 

Ios moved in close, grasping the back of Jamie’s head 
as he captured his lips in an aggressive kiss. Jamie didn’t 
fight it this time, surrendering himself to the alpha male in 
the room. 

“I’m  still...that ragamuffin...boy.” Jamie bit out 
between fevered kisses. 

“I know. And I know how hurt he’s been. I vow to 
never intentionally hurt him.” Ios stroked his hands down 
Jamie’s back as he swiped his tongue over the seam of 
Jamie’s lips. When the human opened to him, he stormed 
inside his mouth, plundering the depths. 

“I want to...trust—” 

“But?” Ios pulled back, holding his breath as he 
awaited the answer. He moved both hands to cup Jamie’s 
face, turning the man to look at him squarely. “But what?” 


“I can only give you the time to earn more of it.” 

“I can’t ask for any more than that.” Ios smiled down, 
relief flooding him. It was as close as he’d get to a 
surrender, and it had to be enough. He would eventually 
prove to Jamie that he could throw out rule number one, at 
least in his case. 

The two rushed through the grassy hillside, nearly 
running to the castle. Once inside, they raced to Ios’s 
rooms and bolted the door behind them. Neither had seen 
anyone as they walked along the paths, although they’d 
passed dozens of people. 

Jamie’s hands began to unclasp the top button of his 
jeans, and his trembling fingers began to pull his zipper 
down. Ios leaned back slightly and pulled his t-shirt over 
his head, throwing it onto the bed before looking back 
down at his lover stroking his hardening cock. Jamie’s 
touch was soft, unsure, nothing like the hot and fast fucks 
he’d had over the years. This was almost...tender, but filled 
with more heat than any of those other experiences 
combined. 

Ios wanted to take over, to rip the clothes from Jamie’s 
back and push him into the bed. Ios thrived on control. But 
Jamie had initiated this encounter. He had timidly touched 
Ios and it was only fair to give him the space to advance. 
Ios also needed to see how much Jamie wanted him. Prove 
it in his seduction. 

As Jamie coaxed Ios’s hard cock from his pants, the 
human dropped slowly to his knees and laid a tentative kiss 
on the tip. Jamie looked up to him, his eyes wide and 
reverent. An ache burst in Ios’s chest at the sight. 

Love was an unknown emotion in Ios’s life. He’d never 
truly seen a pure, loving relationship. Not between his 
mother and now deceased father, that was for sure. Theirs 
had been a hate-hate relationship that only death had 
quieted. Ios was as damaged in that regard as Jamie was. 
But the more the word floated around in Ios’s head, the 


more he regarded it. Perhaps it was still too soon to place 
that kind of pressure on this fledgling thing they had, but 
Ios knew it was possible for it to come to that in the future. 

If he could prevent himself from pushing too hard. 

For now, he would content himself with the small 
victories he had. Jamie on his knees before him, sucking his 
cock with abandon, after his walls had begun to tumble. Ios 
just hoped there was love for him somewhere in Jamie’s 
heart as well. 

Ios speared his fingers through Jamie’s hair as he 
swallowed deeper, the sensation making his balls burn. 
Cum dripped from the tip, his need to release seizing him 
like a fever. Biting the inside of his lip, he fought the raging 
need to dominate that roared inside him. His muscles 
ached to push the human to the floor, rip off his clothes, 
and plunge inside him with both his cock and teeth, forever 
binding them together. 

But Jamie didn’t want forever, not yet. He’d been clear 
about that. Ios hoped he could refrain from sinking into the 
human’s neck. It was the only thought he had when he 
opened his eyes in the morning and the last thing he 
thought about as he drifted off to sleep. The war was 
coming, and his male was unbound and unprotected by the 
gift of Immortality that Ios could give him. Evil was coming, 
and fast. He could feel it in his very bones. 

But the uneasy trust that Jamie was already putting in 
him was so fragile. He had to hold back. There was no way 
he could force the binding on him, no matter how badly he 
wanted to. It would potentially ruin what they had. And Ios 
was positive that he wouldn’t get a second chance. 

Ios felt the cum swelling in his balls, the heat of 
Jamie’s mouth wrapped around the end of his cock, 
sublime. His thighs trembled with his need. Wobbling, Ios 
lowered himself to the floor, unable to stand upright a 
moment longer. Who knew the little human could bring the 
powerful demon to his knees. 


Jamie continued his onslaught as Ios held on to the 
human’s head, guiding him to the perfect rhythm as his 
mate’s hands slid along his shaft, feeding his cock into the 
lush little mouth. Pressure radiated from the base of his 
spine, and he knew his orgasm was upon him, but he didn’t 
want to spend in Jamie’s mouth. 

He wanted to erupt inside him. A connection greater 
than any they’d shared yet. One demanding some more 
trust. 

Ios pulled from Jamie’s mouth and stood, leading them 
both to the bed. Gathering a tin of salve, he brought it into 
the bed, ignoring Jamie’s eyes. Instead, he lowered himself 
to the human’s erect cock. He ran his tongue up and down 
the length before engulfing the head. 

He ran his fingers into the salve and brought a hand to 
Jamie’s rear. Circling the tight bud, he pushed a finger 
inside the taut hole as he continued to suckle the man’s 
cock. Jamie tensed, his body stiffening as Ios pressed 
further into Jamie’s ass. When Ios felt the snug band of 
nerves, he wasn’t sure he’d be able to pass. The human was 
not relaxing into his touch, his chest tightening with fear 
instead. 

“We won't do it if you aren’t ready.” Ios said the words 
although he only half meant them. He would back away, but 
he’d be crushed. He needed this as much as he needed air 
to breathe. It wasn’t so much an act of sexual satiation but 
a promise. Jamie said he was willing to consider a future. 
This would be the act that embodied that promise. 

“No...” 

“No, you aren’t ready?” 

“No... want to. I do. I’m afraid. I’ve heard it hurts, 
even with a small cock. And you’re nowhere near small.” 

Ios swallowed his chuckle and pulled on his serious 
face. “I will not lie to you. There will be discomfort, at first. 
But I promise to go slow, be gentle with you. If the pain is 
too great, we’ll stop. Once inside you, there will be nothing 


but pleasure, for us both.” Ios pressed a kiss to Jamie’s 
cock, caressing his ass with a tender swipe. 

A moan escaped Jamie’s throat as his head fell back. 
His body slowly softened as Ios continued to move his 
mouth over his cock, the one finger moving past the band 
of nerves inch by precious inch. Once inside, Jamie’s back 
arched, a satisfied groan coming from his lips. 

After a few moments, Ios added a second finger in 
hopes of preparing his lover for the foray. There was no 
way for him to take away the sting, but he would do 
everything in his power to make it easier to bear. 

When Ios thought him ready, he sat up and moved 
within the cradle of Jamie’s thighs. Bending his legs back, 
he trembled as the human’s ass was presented to him. 
Shining with the salve coating him, los pressed the head 
against the opening. 

“Wait, should we be protected?” Jamie tensed under 
him. 

“Demons are immune from human illnesses and their 
STDs. There are no worries there.” 

The human calmed again, but was not as relaxed as 
he’d been moments before. Ios grasped Jamie’s cock in his 
hand and pumped the organ, moving rapidly over the shaft 
with his fist. Ios took Jamie’s hand and moved it to his own 
cock, getting Jamie to fist himself. Ios’s cock jumped in 
delight as Jamie touched himself, sliding his smaller hand 
down the length. The look of abandon on the human’s face 
was telling. 

He was ready. They both were. 

Ios brought his cock back in place and began the slow 
slide into Jamie’s welcoming heat. The bulbous head 
disappeared into the abyss and hit the tight ring. Surging 
forward slowly, he felt the muscles relax for him. Biting 
back the slice of pure pleasure, he held his breath, hoping 
he could hold back the surge of cum from erupting within 
seconds. Jamie had closed his eyes, the look on his face 


showing he was riding the edge of pleasure-pain. Ios 
waited each second for his lover to stop him, to say it was 
too much. The words never came. 

Once he was in as deep as he could go, he paused, 
allowing Jamie the chance to become accustomed to the 
size. It also gave him a moment to collect himself and 
attempt a little control. All bets were off whenever he 
finally had the courage to move. He didn’t think he’d last 
for more than a few thrusts. 

He looked down at the human. The vein in his neck 
swelled in time with the beating of his heart. Liquid heat 
coursed through him. Ios licked his lips, the innate 
response his mind was having, pushing him to bite his 
lover. This was the demon way. Sex with a mate was a 
connection on all levels, through the body and through the 
blood. 

Ios’s fangs lengthened, sharpened. Pricking the inside 
of his own lip, his blood coursed over his tongue and only 
made the bloodlust grow greater instead of suppressing it 
as he’d meant to do. His teeth throbbed with their need to 
cut into Jamie’s skin and mark him. 

Control was key. Jamie would never forgive him. He’d 
lose what little bit of ground he’d gotten. He could ruin 
this. He couldn’t bite. He couldn’t connect. 

Ios began short controlled thrusts, staying in an 
elevated position so he wouldn’t be as tempted to taste. 
Jamie’s body was heaven. The heat of his lover was enough 
to make him go mad. His cock was wrapped as if a fist 
milked him. But with each lunge, the more the demand 
came over him. He couldn’t fight it. Drive after drive, he 
plunged into his mate, denying himself the one thing he 
needed to coast over the edge. 

He brought his own wrist to his mouth, biting into the 
flesh violently, sucking down his own blood. As the first 
draws of blood coursed down lIos’s throat, his body 
spasmed, and he felt his release speed through him. Eyes 


rolling back in his head, he erupted inside his mate. He 
emptied his balls, filling Jamie’s ass with his seed. 
“What did you do?” 


Chapter Twelve 


Jamie eyed him incredulously. Blood coursed down 
Ios’s forearm, dripping down to his elbow. Drops littered 
the sheets and Jamie’s thighs. The sight was just too much. 

“Why did you bite yourself?” 

Ios rose, pulling himself from Jamie. His face was 
ashen as he ran into the en suite bathroom. Jamie stood, 
following, and watched as Ios cleaned the blood from 
himself. After a few moments, Ios saw him in the mirror 
and blanched. 

“I wish you hadn’t seen that. I’m sorry.” 

“Why? Is your need for blood so great you were forced 
to rip the flesh from your own arm?” 

Ios still stood at the sink, gazing at him through the 
looking glass. “Demon mates share blood with sex. I didn’t 
realize how strong the pull would be to do so. I thought I 
could control it. But it was bite myself...or bite you.” 

Half of Jamie was angry, the self-preservation 
mechanism in him seeing this as a way out. A clear path 
with a rational reason why he could turn away and run. The 
other half, well, it was shaken to the core, with equal parts 
fear...and desire. The look of pure abandon that had 
washed over Ios’s face the moment he’d pierced his own 
flesh had been equal to the sensual lust he’d felt at the 
same moment. 

He’d felt bereft. In that moment, he’d been jealous 
that Ios hadn’t lost his control and pierced his skin, 
drinking his essence deep. But, Ios had been a demon to his 
word. He’d stopped himself from breaking the tenuous 
trust that was growing. 

“How did it feel?” 

Ios looked back up from tending his arm in the sink, 
his eyes landing on Jamie as a look of lust coated his 
features. “It won’t hurt you. If that’s what you’re asking.” 

It was. Jamie didn’t want to admit to it, though. Yet. 


“You really tore yourself up. If you bite me, will you rip 
my neck away?” 

“I was overcome. On the edges of my control. I 
wouldn’t do this to you.” 

Jamie bit the inside of his lip as he watched Ios finish 
up. The demon turned to him, the skin already healing into 
a soft pink scar. Ios rested his hip on the counter, watching 
Jamie closely. His lids lowered, covering lust-filled eyes. 
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Ios watched Jamie move beside him to the basin and 
run warm water. He then grasped a towel and began to wet 
it in the streaming flow. Ios immediately understood his 
motions and took the towel from Jamie’s hand. 

“I have a better idea.” Ios walked to the shower and 
started the warm water. He moved into the glass door and 
held out his hand to Jamie. 

The human looked at him for long moments before 
finally taking the invitation. The water sluiced over both 
their bodies as they fit themselves inside the spray. Ios 
grasped a bar of soap and washed his body quickly before 
grabbing another washcloth and soaping it up. 

Starting at Jamie’s shoulders, he washed over every 
inch of skin lovingly, relishing in the softness that covered 
his strong male. Hard, lean muscles covered his long, 
graceful limbs, but his skin was supple. It screamed for 
touch, for devotion. Moving to his chest, Ios lost himself in 
the simple act of cleaning his lover. 

Ios rubbed the warm cloth over the human’s rounded 
bottom, cleaning off the tracks of cum that coated his flesh. 
Lowering to one knee before him, Ios trailed the towel up 
his inner thighs and up between the legs, slowly washing 
away the remnants of their mutual desire and the thin 
sheen of salve. Last, he wiped Jamie’s shaft, cleaning him 
fully. 

Dropping the cloth to the shower floor, Ios couldn’t 
help himself. He ran his tongue along Jamie’s cock, letting 


the bulbous head pop just between his lips. When the 
human’s back arched and an answering moan filled the 
small space, Ios took the nonverbal consent. He swallowed 
Jamie’s dick, bringing the head to the back of his throat. 

He looked up at Jamie, got lost in the conflicting 
emotions he found in the gaze. His human wanted him. His 
human wanted to believe in a tomorrow. But rules and a 
hard life got in the way. Ios understood, but was impatient. 
He knew what he could give the man if only he’d let him in. 

Ios moved over the shaft. His hands held onto Jamie’s 
ass, guiding his hips. The human’s inexperience had him 
closing in on his orgasm in moments. Ios felt Jamie’s whole 
body tremble beside him and his cock quiver in his mouth. 
Seconds later, Ios felt the warmth of his seed shoot down 
his throat, and he swallowed it, savoring the flavor of his 
mate. 

Ios stood, rinsing Jamie’s body in the spray as the 
human took huge lungfuls of air. Ios turned off the water 
and grabbed a towel. He began to dry his mate off, feeling 
when Jamie’s knees shook. 

“Do you need to sit down?” 

Jamie didn’t answer, just took the towel from Ios and 
walked into the bedroom. Ios grabbed another towel, 
drying himself off as he walked into the bedroom seconds 
later. He found Jamie seated on the edge of the bed, his 
head lowered, his elbows resting on his knees. 

“Jamie, are you alright?” When he didn’t answer, Ios 
became worried. He dropped to his knees before the 
human and grasped him by the back of the neck to get him 
to look at him. “What is it? Are you unwell?” 

“I’m fine.” Jamie backed away, pulling from Ios’s 
touch. “I’m fine.” 

Ios felt lost, a separation pulling his mate from him. 
Another of Jamie’s damned walls. Ios had thought he’d 
demolished one yet another one was back in its place in no 


time. He was afraid he’d never win. One step forward, ten 
steps back. 

Jamie jumped up, grabbing his pants as he rushed 
toward the door. “I need a breath of fresh air.” 

Ios fought the need to run after him, to make him stop. 
But he was learning with his human. To push him would 
only make it worse. Every fiber of his being told him to reel 
him in, but Ios was making the ultimate sacrifice. He was 
going to let him go, hoping he’d come back. 
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Jamie rushed through the castle gates and into the 
town proper. The guards had looked at him if he were nuts, 
watching intently as he’d walked through the bailey, but 
hadn’t stopped him. Jamie looked to the rich, black velvet 
sky. The faded light from only one moon seemed to specify 
night in this realm, and the illumination it provided was 
tranquil. Warm, summer-like air surrounded him, and he 
breathed in the fresh scent of the outdoors. This place was 
so much like Earth, just more beautiful. Cleaner. 

And it was suffocating him. 

He was a boy off the mean city streets. Death, dirt, and 
destruction were the cornerstones of his existence. There 
were no happy endings for boys like him. Only more misery. 
Compounded with misery. 

Granted, his new powers made him a walking target. 
Life was not idyllic and calm, not even here in this paradise 
of sorts. He nearly chuckled. He’d just battled Hell Demons 
and he still thought this place was nearly heaven. 

A few residents of the town walked over the cobbled 
streets. Each one smiled and greeted him, kindness rolling 
off them in waves. How could he have ever thought these 
people could be evil? How could he have thought Ios was 
evil? They’d all shown they were strongly principled 
people, willing to fight for the greater good. 

He had brought the fight to their gates. 


The Hell Demons had only attacked in order to get 
their grips on him. By staying, he was putting them all at 
risk. The beautiful, tranquil town in the valley could be no 
more. He had to take the fight elsewhere. He had to save 
them. 

Moving to the inn, he saw the light on inside. As he 
opened the door, loud revelry poured out and caught him 
into the web. Guards and townsfolk alike sat around the 
space, drinking ale and eating their supper. Jamie wended 
his way through the crowd, heading directly to the bar. He 
spotted the barkeep immediately. 

“Do you know a way I can get back to Earth?” 

“Why’d you wanna leave us, traveler? We’re safe now 
with you and your power here.” 

“T need...reinforcements...on Earth.” 

“Why not ask the Prince? He’s one of the best 
dimension hoppers we have. One of the few who can pull 
another with him.” 

“Io - The Prince - doesn’t agree with me about 
needing the help, but he’s wrong.” 

“How long before you’d need to come back?” 

“A day, perhaps two, at most.” 

“Do you have coin?” 

Jamie froze. He had nothing of value on him. He’d just 
assumed someone would help him out of kindness. 

“Never mind. For the Soul Collector, they’d probably 
do it for free.” 

The barkeep nodded to a man at the end of the bar and 
waved him over. “Janus, the Soul Collector needs to go to 
Earth for a day or two. You think you’re sober enough to 
take him over?” 

“Tve only started my first pint. Sober as a priest.” 

“Good, you ready to go now, Soul Collector?” 

Jamie nodded his assent. “Ready as Ill ever be.” 

Janus held out his hand to Jamie. He looked at the 
palm, remembering how much he loved slipping his hand 


into Ios’s. A stab of pain hit him squarely in the chest. He 
was doing this for Ios. For them all. He’d take the fight 
away from them and back to the gritty city streets he was 
accustomed to. 

He had to do this. Taking the man’s hand, he closed his 
eyes as he felt the violent rip through time. He opened 
them a few moments later and he stood in the same squalid 
alleyway he’d left over two weeks before. 
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Ios screamed in rage when he sensed Jamie leave the 
dimension. The little bit of blood he’d ingested weeks ago 
allowed him to connect to his human in a visceral way. 

The minute he’d stopped pushing, stopped trying to 
force himself on Jamie, was the moment the bastard left 
him. He’d walked away from the fight. He’d walked away 
from these people. He’d walked away from the fragile thing 
that blossomed between them. 

Ios felt his heart rip from his chest. Dropping to his 
knees, he felt himself harden. Jamie had made a choice. 
And Ios would honor it. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Jamie looked over the Seminary that had been his 
home for the past couple of years. It was the only home he 
had now, and he had to leave it behind. But he was hoping 
that the Hell Demons wouldn’t be expecting him now, and 
he could collect the few belongings he had before he ran. 

Coward. You aren’t running for them, you’re running 
to get away from your feelings for Ios. Ryan’s voice was 
soothing, even if the things he said riled him up. 

Perhaps I am, but I did bring a war to their front door. 

One they were ready and willing to fight. So now you 
bring the fight to Earth, where they are woefully 
unprotected and ignorant of the fight even existing. 

Jamie paused, realizing that Ryan was right, as usual. 
His whole body screamed at him that he was fucking up, 
big time. But the need to run was as strong as the need to 
breathe. Fear gripped him unlike any he’d ever felt. Not 
even that fateful day when Ryan had shot himself. 

I have my reasons. I can’t let them die to save me. I’m 
not ready to be their leader. I can’t even lead myself. 

Jamie began running up the dorm steps two at a time 
to get to his sparse room. There really wasn’t anything 
there for him to save. But he grasped a backpack and 
picked up a few tomes as well as a few changes of clothing. 
He remembered the small roll of money he saved for 
emergencies and tucked it into his pocket as he threw on a 
t-shirt. 

“What are you doing, son?” 

Jamie spun, his senses on high alert. “Father O’Neal, 
what are you doing here?” 

“I saw you burst into the dorm, half-dressed, after 
running from that rather large, scary man in biker regalia.” 
Father O’Neal moved closer into the room, surveying the 
bag in Jamie’s hand. “I needed to ensure you were alright.” 
Jamie had forgotten that he would return from limbo as if 


no time had passed here. In Earth time, he’d just fled from 
the demon, Mordecai. “Father, I need to go.” 

“I understand. It is time.” The priest pulled a large 
volume from his robes and handed it to Jamie. “I’ve held 
this for you since the day you got here.” 

Jamie opened the pages, seeing maps filling the vellum 
pages of the ancient manuscript. Small red dots floated 
above the maps...and they seemed to be...moving. “What is 
this?” 

The image of Father O’Neal began to melt away, bright 
light flooding the room to the point that Jamie could no 
longer see. Covering his eyes, he began to collect light into 
his hands, awaiting attack. It never came. 

The light slowly dissipated and Jamie looked over his 
outstretched arm. In the place of Father O’Neal stood a 
seven-foot-tall warrior covered in golden armor. When his 
white wings extended, he filled the small room completely. 

“T am the Archangel, Saraphel. I was sent to watch 
over you, to make sure the prophecy came to fruition. The 
book is our gift. It will lead you to the other collectors.” The 
voice was odd, three layers of sound, overlapping in his 
ears, not all on the same speed, one or two a split second 
behind the other, as if he spoke in more than one reality. 

“And what prophecy is that?” Jamie’s whole body 
shook, his heart beating violently in his chest. He’d once 
asked why he’d never seen good helping in the fight. Now 
in its presence, he felt unworthy. 

“Do not waste my time, Soul Collector. You know that 
of which I speak. Find the others and fulfill your destiny.” 
Saraphel spread his wings out a bit further and Jamie 
cowered to the floor. 

“Nor should you tremble before me. Not unless you 
shun your obligations. Go forth, raise your army.” 

With that, the Archangel disappeared from view and 


Jamie collapsed on the floor. 
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Jamie later rushed out of the dorm into the balmy late 
spring eve of New Orleans, his pack over his shoulder. 
Hours had passed as he’d looked through the book the 
Archangel had given him, and time ran away from him. He 
had absolutely no idea where to go first, the thick book in 
his possession brimming with little red dots for him to find. 
It would take time and effort to track them all down, and he 
knew it would be near to impossible to do without Ios at his 
side. 

The thought of the demon had him sick. He missed him 
already, the desire to share his news with him at the 
forefront of his mind. This new revelation was shocking, 
game-changing. And he would need Ios’s help in order to 
make it happen. 

A demon could transport. And Ios was apparently the 
best one around. 

But how unfair was that? To go back to Ios because he 
needed him? To use him just as he claimed Ios wanted him 
to do with the souls within him? It served a higher purpose, 
so in Ios’s world, it was right. That was the type of logic 
that sprouted from the demon, wasn’t it? For him to raise 
his army, he couldn’t fly all over the world on the small 
bundle of money that was in his pocket. 

As he walked down the block, his feet taking him away 
from the only home he knew, his mind raced. There was so 
much for him to consider. He wasn’t running back to Ios 
just for his help. He wanted the demon to be by his side. He 
was tired of being alone, and wanted to stand up and fight 
with those beings that had been willing to lay down their 
lives. 

And he wanted to lounge in his lover’s arms when the 
fighting was over. He wanted to be claimed, marked for 
everyone to see that he was los’s forevermore. He wanted 
it all, everything he didn’t think he was worthy of. 

Janus would return to the same alley the following day, 
giving him the opportunity to go back. Jamie just needed to 


survive the night. 

As if on cue, he rounded a corner into another alley. 
One filled with Amoz’s brother, Mordecai. The Hell Demon 
was fucking a woman, his hips pumping deep inside her as 
she wrapped her legs about his waist, holding on for dear 
life. She looked comatose. Though her eyes were open, she 
was Sightless. 

Mordecai saw him and an unnatural light filled his 
eyes. He dropped the woman on the wet cement of the 
alley, her clothes twisted over her half-nude body. She lay 
immobile, her body limp. The demon was moments away 
from killing her and stealing her soul, but apparently 
tangling with Jamie was more exciting. 

The beast’s pants hung open, his grotesque cock 
bobbing from the opening. It was gigantic, with spikes and 
barbs protruding from the end. Jamie gawked at the sight, 
his throat filling with bile. 

Mordecai stuffed the organ back inside his leather 
pants and gave a quick zip. “You must like that, Soul 
Collector. After I kill you I’ll make sure to ram it up your 
ass.” 

Jamie felt like he’d vomit, the thought of the evil taking 
him like that disgusting. His thoughts went back to Ryan. 
Was that what he’d endured at the hands of Amoz? Power 
rippled through him seconds later, anger coursing as his 
light filled the small alley. Before he could send out the first 
blast, Jamie felt a wave pass him. Blue light hit Mordecai in 
the chest. Turning, Jamie saw Ios just to his left, behind 
him. 

“What are you doing?” Jamie screamed. 

“I could ask you the same!” 

Before they could turn back to their prey, Mordecai 
charged, a poisoned horn sinking into Ios’s chest. He let 
out a blood-curdling scream, blasting the beast with more 
of his blue sonic energy. Mordecai forced him to the 
ground, his horn still stuck in Ios’s flesh. 


Jamie heard the grizzly ripping of skin and tissue as 
the creature pulled his horn from his lover. Anger roiled 
over him and he felt the stunning burst of power. Light 
exploded from him, a pure wave of energy that he could 
only equate to a miniature hydrogen bomb. As the wave 
moved over Mordecai, the beast’s flesh tore from the bone, 
evaporating in seconds. The bones disintegrated into ash, 
falling to the ground in wisps of dust. 

Rushing over to Ios, Jamie pulled the demon into his 
lap. “Do you have the power to take us home?” 

Us? Home? Jamie didn’t let his mind dwell on his 
words long, his only desire to get Ios home safe. 

“No, I...can’t.” 

Jamie was despondent. All this power and he couldn’t 
do anything to help his lover. Ios was Immortal, but he 
could still feel incredible pain. And if they were stuck here, 
who knew what other dangers they could face this night. 

Your light can take away. Can it give? Ryan’s voice 
flooded his mind. 

Give? Light flooded Jamie’s hands at the thought. He 
looked them over, mesmerized. Could he save Ios? 

He lowered his hands to the gaping wound in Ios’s 
chest. Immediately, the skin and tissue began to knit 
together. Ios regained more composure, looking at the 
wound repairing under Jamie’s touch. Once it was 
completed, the light died in Jamie’s hands. Both of them lay 
there in the dark, dank alley and stared at the hole that had 
once been. 

“What was that?” 

“I haven’t a clue.” Jamie knew that his powers now 
seemed to be a never-ending well. One he was almost 
afraid to explore. He helped the demon stand. “The more 
time presses forward, the more doors begin to open and 
the less I seem to know.” 

“Is that why you left? The more you thought on it, the 
less you could stomach being with me?” 


Jamie heard the hurt in Ios’s voice. His heart ached 
due to it. “No, I didn’t say that. You did. As a matter of fact 


“Keep your excuses to yourself. I don’t want to hear 
them. I just came to tell you that you’re going to get your 
wish. I’m not going to push you anymore. You’re free. No 
expectations anymore.” 

“But - ” wait! Before Jamie could finish his sentence, 
Ios was gone. 
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Ios looked out from the window in his room. The castle 
seemed so much quieter now that Jamie was gone. Gazing 
at the low-slung blue moon, Ios felt a kinship with the 
heavenly body. He felt as blue. He missed his human more 
than he’d expected. 

But Jamie had made a choice. Ios had known all along 
that it could end like this. It had only been a matter of time. 
He was the masochist who thought a little taste wouldn’t 
hurt. That little taste had opened him up to possibilities. To 
a future he’d always dreamed of, but never thought he 
could have for himself. 

Wandering out onto the balcony, he saw a shape 
become defined on the cobbles. His brother, Elia, 
transported onto the space. He quickly grasped his brother 
in a bear hug, having missed the camaraderie of his 
presence. Stepping back, they smiled at one another. 

“I hear tales of war and the prophecy. I leave for a few 
weeks and I miss all the fun?” 

“It doesn’t take long to jump back here every so often 
to check in, my brother.” 

“My thoughts have been on something else.” Elia’s 
face darkened a moment before his usual smile covered his 
features. “I apologize for my absence. I’m here now.” 

Ios pulled his brother into another hug, needing the 
healing to his soul. “How I’ve missed you brother.” 


The door whipped open, Jamie rushing into the room. 
He took one look at the embrace and his face turned to 
stone. His lids drooped as Ios immediately saw the wall 
come over the human’s emotions. “I apologize for my 
intrusion.” 

Jamie began to step back through the door and into 
the hallway. Ios pulled from his brother and ran into the 
corridor. “Would you like me to introduce you to my 
brother?” 

His human paused, his tight back relaxing slightly. He 
turned, his face still impassive, but his eyes spoke volumes. 
The need there was enough to give Ios hope. 

“Your brother?” 

Elia stepped out into the hallway. “So this is the Soul 
Collector?” 

Jamie eyed his brother with caution. “Perhaps. And 
you are?” 

“The Crown Prince of Kallypso.” 

“Should I bow?” Jamie gave Elia’s imperious comment 
the same tone he gave the queen. Their royal titles meant 
absolutely nothing to him. But considering he was an 
orphan, a boy who grew into a man on the streets, 
something like royalty wasn’t a reality in his world. 

Elia chuckled before turning to Ios. “Love him well and 
enjoy your night. I must go speak with Mother. I shall see 
you in the morning.” 

As the echoes of Elia’s footfalls faded into the night, 
the two stood a few paces apart, still rooted to the same 
spots on the floor. The light cast by the candles in the 
corridor cast deep shadows and illusions on the wall. A 
light breeze blew through the hall from the open windows 
in Ios’s room, the air causing the flames to flicker even 
more, the sound filling the space. 

“Why did you come back?” 

“For you.” 


Ios wanted to believe that so much. But nothing was 
that simple with his human. “For me?” 

“You never gave me the chance to speak. You 
disappeared before I could get any words out. There was a 
reason I left.” 

“You ran from me. From what we were sharing. I know 
it.” Ios bit his tongue to prevent himself from saying more. 
From letting Jamie know how his heart was flayed open, 
bleeding for him. 

“You're right.” 

Ios sucked in a breath, unsure why Jamie felt the need 
to come here and tell him his worst fears were coming true. 
What had he done to deserve this? 

“I met the Archangel Saraphel. He told me the 
prophecy was true and I needed to step up to my destiny.” 

“Bully for you. We’ve only told you for weeks.” 

“He also gave me a guide to find the others. So I can 
start to amass the army.” 

“I thought you didn’t want to be a leader?” 

“His visit made me face everything and stop running. I 
sat for long hours going through the ancient book he gave 
me. This is my destiny. So, I came back. For you as well.” 

“You told me once that I only wanted you because of 
the prophecy. Seems the tables have turned.” 

Jamie slowly began to walk back to Ios. “No, not 
because of the prophecy. I’m tired of running. When I was 
first told this news, you were the first person I wanted to 
share it with. If I am to fight, you are the only person I want 
by my side. You are the only other person I trust. I trust you 
with my life. And my heart.” 

Jamie was inches from him by the end. His arms ached 
to lift and grab his lover, to touch him and bring him close. 
But Jamie needed to make the move. He needed to reach 
out and soothe the sadness within Ios. Ios held his breath 
as he waited for the caress that would wipe away some of 


the pain. When Jamie grazed his cheek, his palm stroking 
him, he knew then that forever had finally found him. 

“T want you to claim me. Mark me with your bite.” 

Ios felt his eyes roll back in his head with raw need. 
His control was already having its limits tested. Visions of 
his mate sprawled out across his bed, naked and ready for 
him made his cock surge in his pants. The erection slid up 
the backside of his zipper, making him hiss in pleasure- 
pain. 

“Will you have me?” Jamie’s words were quiet, his fear 
of rejection heard loud and clear. 

“T will have you. Over and over again.” Ios turned, 
taking the human with him. He forced Jamie to step 
backwards into the bedroom. Each stride brought them 
closer and closer to the bed. Once they were at the edge, 
Ios smiled. “And I will mark you as mine. For all to see.” 

Ios made quick work of Jamie’s clothes, tearing his t- 
shirt to get to his chest. He slid his hands down the smooth 
expanse, his fingers moving to the snap on his jeans. Soon, 
both stood naked at the foot of the bed. Ios pushed Jamie 
down into the plush mattress, following him. His hands 
explored everywhere, touching every inch he could get his 
hands to reach. 

His mate. His human. And now, he truly would be. 

And now, he was claimed, as well. As he made his 
mark, an invisible one would go on Ios as well. He was 
Jamie’s. 

His mouth claimed Jamie’s, quickly working the human 
into a fury. Jamie’s passion equaled his own. He felt it in the 
heated kisses and longing caresses. They’d touched often, 
but he’d always been aware of a sense of hesitancy in his 
human. Now, he experienced none of that. For once, Jamie 
gave himself completely. Ios had waited for this moment. To 
connect, to share. 

Jamie circled his slim hand over Ios’s cock, pulling on 
the shaft, making him grow impossibly thicker. His mate’s 


hand rubbed over the slit, spreading the drops of cum over 
the head with his thumb. As the human slid down his 
length, he swallowed the crown into his lips, his cheeks 
hollowing as he moved. 

Ios was on the edge. The sensation too much. His 
control was at the breaking point. His fangs ached with the 
need to bite. Pulling Jamie back up, he positioned him on 
his hands and knees, resting his legs between his mate’s 
open ones. 

Running his fingers through the salve, he quickly 
moved over Jamie’s ass, spreading the lube into the tight 
bud, pressing to the taut ring. His hand then worked over 
his own cock, readying himself to take his mate in the 
ceremony that would bind them forever. 

Ios wanted slow and sensuous, not the frantic pace he 
was Setting, but he seemed unable to hold back. He wanted 
to lavish his lover’s body with kisses and strokes. Languidly 
take him. But the past weeks, they had shared that as he 
healed. He’d been frustrated that he couldn’t share more. 
Now, he was at the breaking point. His tattered control was 
Shaky at best. Add in the fact that his lover had left him, 
albeit returned, but that absence had made him even more 
needful to lay his claim. 

Pressing the crown of his cock to Jamie’s rear, he 
slowly surged forward, entering his body inch by 
excruciating inch. Pure fire rushed through Ios’s body, his 
cock engulfed in the sweetest torture. The answering moan 
that Jamie unleashed was music to Ios’s ears. He answered 
with a low growl, his horns extending at the reaction. Teeth 
dropping, he was ready to complete the sensual 
connection. 

Once he filled Jamie’s body, he snuggled closer, pulling 
his mate against him. He covered him completely with his 
body, connected in such a primal way. But that connection 
went soul deep, and would expand even further when he 
made the blood connection. 


“Are you sure this is what you want?” Ios whispered 
into Jamie’s ear. 

“More than my next breath.” 

Ios wanted to scream from the mountaintop. His teeth 
extended more, and his lips sought out Jamie’s collarbone. 
His teeth settled on the supple skin, piercing the flesh. 
Blood coursed over Ios’s tongue, rich, sweet blood. It 
exploded in his body, the sensation going straight to his 
cock. He would never tire of this. Never. 

KKK 

Jamie felt the small painful pricks enter his shoulder, 
where his neck met. The long, hard length of his demon 
filled his ass, the hot brand overwhelming him. The gentle 
lover of the past few weeks was gone tonight. In his place 
was a powerful creature, one that was just as welcome. 
Jamie reveled in the dominance Ios showed him tonight. It 
fit the mood of the claiming that would take place, an 
animalistic rite of sorts. 

The bite shuddered over him like an electric storm as 
Ios took the first drawing pull. Every feeling seemed ten 
times as large. Ios covered his body with his larger one and 
Jamie felt each inch of him. His balls tightened to his body 
as Ios started to tug the very life force from his veins. 
Visions began to swirl in Jamie’s head, sensual images that 
mirrored the emotion and sensation he felt in his lover’s 
embrace. 

They were becoming one entity, linked in mind and 
spirit, and suddenly Jamie felt the connection that Ios had 
been so adamant they share. In those precious moments, 
Jamie was completely open to the demon, and vice versa, 
Jamie was able to see what made Ios the being he was. 
Jamie saw everything he instinctively knew. Ios was good, 
strong, and caring. He was everything that Jamie hadn’t let 
himself believe. 

He was worthy of the trust Jamie had subconsciously 
given him already. 


The last of his walls crumbled around him as he began 
to sense Ios moving within him finally. He thrust deeply, his 
cock spearing into him in frantic motions. Ios was close to 
coming, as was Jamie. Once he felt his demon’s hand wrap 
around the base of his cock and mirror the strokes he 
offered within him, Jamie was lost to it all. He felt himself 
soar off the edge of the cliff, knowing he’d finally found a 
soft place to land. His cum erupted into Ios’s hand, then 
was spread along the still-hard shaft as Ios continued to 
milk him. 

Ios groaned against him, releasing his hold on his neck 
with a swipe of his tongue. A full growl sounded as Ios 
came, the thick, hot ropes of cum spreading heat inside 
him. Ios fell to the side, taking Jamie with him. Ios’s cock 
softened and slowly slid from his body, the loss of contact 
making Jamie sad. Their experience had been profound and 
he’d not wanted it to end. 

Drifting off to sleep, he felt the dull throb of the bite 
on his neck. It reminded him of what blessings he’d been 
given over the past few weeks. And what he had to lose. 

KKK 

Ios found Jamie in the bathroom the following 
morning, looking at his neck in the mirror. His fingers 
traced the two tiny pinpricks. 

“Are you reevaluating your decision?” Ios smiled at 
him. 

“Kind of late for that, isn’t it?” Jamie’s face was 
impassive. 

Ios stiffened, worry filling his face as he gazed at 
himself in the mirror a moment before looking back to his 
human’s. “Yes, it’s too late for regret now.” 

“Will it heal over, or will I have the holes forever?” 

“It will heal. The claim can only be seen by other 
demons and some other members of the Immortal.” 

“Will I be able to see it?” 


“Doubtfully.” Perhaps it was best that he didn’t. The 
reminder may be too much for his human. Ios felt a wave of 
panic roll over him, doubt flooding his mind. He looked 
away, pain tight in his chest. 

“I wish I could. I would like to see what you do.” 

Ios caught his gaze in the mirror once more. “You 
don’t regret?” 

“No!” Jamie turned to him, wrapping his arms around 
his chest. “I was just looking at it. I think I was just 
expecting it to be more than a couple of Dracula-esque 
pinpricks.” 

Ios leaned down to sniff Jamie’s hair and wrap his own 
arms around his human’s body. “Demons see a bright red 
mark. They will know you’re mine.” 

“T like that.” Jamie’s words were heated breaths across 
his chest. 

“I love this.” Ios held his lover tight, knowing that a 
war approached, but unable to feel anything but happiness 
at the prize he’d won. “I love you.” 

Ios felt Jamie stiffen, knowing that he wasn’t used to 
affection. The past weeks had been hard on the human, his 
guard slowly lowering with each caress. 

Jamie slowly pulled back and looked up to Ios. “That’s 
the first time I’ve ever heard that.” 

Ios tried to pull him back into an embrace, but he 
pushed back. “No, Ios. I’m serious. I was an orphan, with 
no family. I’ve never had a relationship of any kind, outside 
of friendship. I’ve never had anyone ever say that to me.” 

“I know it may be hard to hear, but it’s how I feel. I 
don’t expect you to be able to say it back. Not yet. But I 
hope in time that you will. For now, know that I love you.” 

“Say it again.” 

Ios felt the sting of emotion biting at the backs of his 


eyes. “I love you.” 
kK 


Jamie pushed into Ios’s arms, holding tightly. Those 
words, spoken with so much feeling, after the night they’d 
shared. The joining they had, the blood connection, had 
shown Jamie what kind of a man Ios was. 

Worthy. 

His feelings were still hard for him to put into words. 
He had been raised in an emotionless environment. 
Showing emotion brought beatings. But this, whatever they 
shared was better than anything he’d ever known. This was 
love. 

His chest ached with how incredibly happy he was. 
Fear lay under it. Fear of losing what he had with Ios. He 
was at once his strength and his weakness. 

“I love you, too.” 

Ios stiffened but then immediately pulled him tighter, 
kissing his neck, just above his mark. “You are more than I 
could have ever asked for, human.” 

KKK 

Jamie stood before the convened souls that dwelled 
within him, using the love he felt for Ios to bolster his 
courage. The Oracles once again put him into a trance. He 
no longer dreamed of the multitude. Their voices were also 
quiet. The clerics that assisted the Oracles felt that 
because there were so many, they could not stand out, 
except in rare occasions of great need. 

Jamie missed his best friend’s constant confidence. 
Being able to turn to him and ask for guidance had been a 
calming part of his life. But he still had the trances. He 
could still see his friend. That is, if he did indeed choose to 
stay. He wouldn’t condemn Ryan for wanting eternal peace. 
It was his due. 

Ryan stood beside him again on the makeshift stage, 
the faces peering out at him making him feel fear. And 
sadness. These souls helped make him who he was. To lose 
them would be like losing a part of himself. 


Yes, they were separate entities, but together, they’d 
accomplished so much. Ios’s words came back to haunt 
him. Would he be able to live up to the expectations of so 
many without these spirits in him? But ultimately, it was 
their choice. They’d experienced humiliation and pain at 
the end of their lives. They now deserved respect. 

There was a quiet hum through the space. No one 
spoke. 

“The Oracles are prepared to free those who want to 
go. If you are ready, you need to clear your thoughts, quiet 
yourself, and don’t hold on. You will cross over into the 
light.” Jamie took a slow breath. “And if any of you choose 
to stay, you need to hold on tight.” 

Jake Stallings stood and moved to the front of the 
group. “If it’s alright with you, we’ve all decided to stay.” 

Jamie was taken aback. “All?” 

“You need our juice to take down the Demon Horde. 
We’re all here because you saved us. That mate of yours is 
right. We should stick around until this is all over.” 

Jamie looked at all the faces, heads all nodding their 
approval. “Don’t stay because you feel guilt. You have every 
right to move on. You’ve been through enough as it is.” 

“That’s why we want to stay. We all heard what you 
told Ios. We mean something to you. And you deserve to 
have the power we can give you,” Ryan said from his side. 

An older woman stood. “I have a daughter and a 
granddaughter on Earth. Many of us here have family and 
friends that we left behind. If we don’t help you, we could 
be dealing them a death sentence. We’ll stay with you and 
fight.” 

Jamie stared stunned out at the sea of faces. He never 
expected them all to want to remain. He’d hoped he would 
have some. But all? “I’m humbled. And honored. We’ll work 
to save your families.” 

A raucous cheer went through the room, nearly 
deafening in its power. Jamie quickly came out of his 


trance, awakening to see Ios at his side. 

“Are you ready to perform the ceremony?” Ios’s face 
showed his concern, but his mate had agreed that it was 
Jamie’s choice to make. 

“None want to leave.” 

Ios looked at him incredulously. “None?” 

Jamie smiled at him. “None. Those Hell Demons won’t 
know what hit them.” 


The End 
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